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Parisians adore the country. This is a well-known fact, and, as soon as 
tlie new leaves appear upon the tices in Sjiring, they swarm there, likr' 
lices. Two montlis later the environs of the capital arealn'ost a.s crowded 
as tlie city itself. Tire wealthy have chriteaux tlrcrc, and the m^dle 
classes villas ; while ))lebcians Hock to the ’'’iiie-shops, where they regole 
themselves upon fresh-water fish and tliin wine. These last, however, 
visit the country only on Sunday, when they enjoy fliemselvef 'lvith all 
their hearts ; but the others, who Iravc taken up their abode there for tlio^ 
siimnicr, only pretend to enjoy tlieinselv<‘s, and are in reality i>orcd 1o 
death. No better proof of tire truth of this assertion is needed than tl;!. 
fact that they never neglect an opjiortunity of visiting the city. Moiisieii!' 
^ culled there hy business ; madanre must go there to try on a goM’n rst Iiit 
dressmaker’s, or do a little fliopping, and lire much coveted villa is lelt 
in charge of men-servants, who do not deprive themselves of the plcosnro 
of visiting the wine-shops, while tl^ maids go to the woods to flirt uilli' 
the dasliitig soldiers of the nearest garrison. Still, there are days when, 
the fandly remains at home ; days wheu,it receives its.^ests ; there are 
even time.? when it does penance for a whole week by remaining at liome 
to entertain frietrds. * 

At such times the host and hostess rack their brains to dcvi.se wrtys of 
amusing tirrdr guests. In the evening they have whist for the elderly 
peojile, and dancing, to the music of the piano, for the youthful niem- 
hers of the party. In the morning come the letters and papers, which * 
are always awaited with impatience. In tlie afternoon everybody takes 
.a walk, and goes to see the train pass, as the inmates of provincial ch.1teaux 
went out on the highway to w'atlsli for the pas^jing of the diligence jn 
former times. It is not so very amusing, this mode of diversion, but it 
whiles away an hour or two, and in the country amusements are rare, 
j Oliatou is a cofiucttish village, surroimded by lovely villas, whose 
linmatcs spend their lei.surc time in the usual way. So it happened that 
|oue day last .?une a goodly company, which ha^ emerged from « chateau 
that stands on the edge of the rather insignificant forest of Vdsinet, slowly 
wended its way along the dusty road towards the line of railway con- 
neotijjf; Saint-(iennaih with the capital. This party gradually divided 
itMs)fD)to ^veral little .groups. At the head of the procession walked a 
iium))^of young girls, protected from the sun by parasols of all colours, 
n ffiej middle marched a body of i 4 iddle-age.d men. A wcllmi*phed 
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ipoiiple ■ formed the rear guard ; a gcntl^an about sixty years of buti* 
of distinguished presence, and still hale and vigorous ; and a jST con* 
siderably, younger, who must once have been Vefty handsome,^ who 
could still hope for admirers. No connoisseur could have failerd to notice 
her, and her iniposiiig carriage would havl exorcised an irrcsistiiy,e fascina- 
tion upon a collegian. 

' This couple had purchased the pretty chateau known as the Oaks, 
about six months before, but they had been residinii there only about 
six weeks. The husband enjoyed Iiiifnew existence very much ; the wife 
was nearly bored to death. Tiie husband, Count Jacques de Muire, was 
a nobleman of the old school ; ids wife, ncr Louise l^lantier, had brouglit 
him a large fortune in cxeiiange foi- an ancient titl( 4 | anti fwun this uiij|pn 
of two very different races had resulted a eharnung daughter, IMaieeile de 
Muire, who was already old enough to marry, being luneteoii years of ag(^ 
.,Her parents had just (‘cleluateci Uieir silver \v<‘d(Ung, and tliC marriage 
of their only daugiiter would have closely loliowx-d it had they been aide 
to agree in their choice of a husbufid for Maroelle, But tlje count 
favoured a suitor whom his wdfe ivduscd to regard in that light, though 
ne was a welcome visitor at the house, lie had even Ixien invited to pay 
.them a visit on that very day, utnl they we»c expecting him to arrive by 
the train teaching Chatou at four ininiitcs t(» six. 

■ Upon^his very»'>ccasiuii the dtversity of opinion existing between the 
husbaml and wife* revived u <lis''i’ssiori which h/ui begun that inornitig 
shortly %fttir breakfast, hut wiio’- ^ been ritej/upted by tim arrival 
of j|o/he friends of Monsieur de bcionojjig to his chd), 

and moving in the best circles of .-ocit ty. 

Jly dear Louise,” began ihe eoue.t, “1 have never been able to 
discover the cause of your prejudice again. •< M^deric. His father, Colutxff 
Baron de Mestras was my ehuui at Saint-Cyr, and wo remained intimate 
irienda after 1 resigned my coinraission as captatn to marry you. When 
he met with a glorious death at the h^d of his cuirassiers, on the tielil of 
^Travelotte, he had been a widower for many years, and . t became both u 
■ duty and a pleasure for mo to^ixercise a guardian’s care over his son. 

I wanted to make him a soldiei , bqt he faile<l in his examinations both at 
the Pelytechnic and Military Schools. 'I’he magir>trai'y in these days is not 
a very enviable vocation, and M<Wric has no talent whatever for wdiat 
is known as business. He hai. a taste only for the fine arts and for 
horses — tastes wbiclt cortaiiJy are not likely to enrich one, ]>ut he lias 
plenty to -live upon, as ho inherited a fortune of three hundred thousand 
francs, and perhaps a little more, from his father. He leads a very cre«lio- 
abje life, and I have never lieard any onej accuse him of aught dishonourable, j 
He is a very worthy yoflng man in every sense of the w’ord, and a very 
handsome one — which certainly is no objection. He is ten years older 
than Marcello, and conset{uently just the right age for her, as she still ' 
needs some one to look after her a little.” 

“ Even^ore than you think,” interrupted the countess. 

**’ Yes ; I know that a'dvice seems to be rather throwif away upon 
her, and that she generally manages to have her own way; but love 
is a powerful master, and she loves Mtki^ric, who is positively wild 
about her.” ' « 

“ She thinks she loves him. At her age a young girl haivlV • io^s 
het Qwn mind.” 

^'jCaJte care, my dear,” said MoAsieur de Muire, laughmg; ‘,*yok werl 
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0^ilJj'’Uglitceii when I married ^oii, and I have always believed that, ours 
was w.- dove-match, and think so still. Do not try to destroy the illiP 
sion.*’ ■ * 

“ Voii never will be serious, .Tacqnes. You turn evei^y tlihig*^ into a 
jesi, and^this time your pleasai.itry is in very p(»or taste. ’ * 

“ l>ut» niy dear, 1 was thoroughly in earnest in what 1 said about 
our d.i lighter. 1 le.peal that you would do her a grievous* luju ,y%in 
preventing her from marrying Medeiic ; and if you ptrsisi in yauir 
o|>])ositioii, you wdd certainly cafisC her to do sometning despeiate. 
The children love ea<;h otiier devotedly, as you know perleelly \\eil. 
Mederie is coming fo dine with us this evening, and 1 haveajnesenii" 
tliat h» will Ji'^iko lormal retpiesl for iMaicelle’s hand belure he 
returns to Paris. ’’ 


*: \Thy well; you eaii reply that tlic inavriage will not take place 
whilst 1 live.” 

'Jills was said in suoli a tone that the count paused and looket ^ Jii$ 
W'ife lull ill tlic fat*e. iJer eoiiiitenniieo wore an e.x [iressioii of inllexihlc' 
deienuination, and lier husband saw that this was no time to continue ■ 
a discussion wliieh could hardly lail to become aerimoiiious ; besides, 
Monsieur <le Muirc held domestic quarrels in lioJy lioiror. \ 

“ We will talk the mattci over at some future time,” he remarked. 

“ I tliink wo had bctitu* rejoin our iriciids now.” , ^ 

*• You can rejoin tlicm without me/* lepHed the coimteas, drily. '• 

Tile I’Oiint hastily availed liirnsfU' ui the permission. He undev . 
^stf‘od ]r's vN iie'u tenijiciaiiient tu /i ough]y% and knew’ that** she .was 
Mihject to lits of iii-Jjiinmiir. w I a‘>i >con abated, however; but he wYi.s 
none tJie less hurt by the liaug'niy rolusai she had just uttered, and his 
resolve to have liis owui way in the matter became still more firm. • 

*• 111 case of a dili'ereiice ct opinion between husband and w’i'e, the 
father’s consent sufhees — at least, .so says the Code,” he said to hiui'. 
self, as he quickened his pace. • ' ** 

Hi.s Iriends were waiting for him. There were three of them: lw« 
well-pres(‘rve(l old beaus, who liad 4>eeii shining members of the 
i/o/'tv that adorned the rcimi of Louis I’liilippe, anil another 
much younger but C([uaUy polished gentleman, of distinguislqjd ap- 
pearance and unmistakable military bearing. 'I his last was the inti- 
mate friend of the Count de Muire, de.spite the diflereiice in their ages; 
)>ut he was not as great a favourite with the countess as the other', 
gentlemen, for Major Ceorge Koland, who had resigned his commissiorir-' 
oTiiy a year before, was not ii<*arly .so well informed in regard io.tlie 
sayings and doings of the iashicuiable world as the Marquis de Brangue 
and the Vi.scount do Jii.scoat, \vho were able t to regale thCir hostess 
witli the choicest bits of society gossip, i 

Wlien the count overtook them, he found them both busily engaged in 
slandering ^^ne of ‘their fellow -men. 

“ Young Mestras is going it pretty fast,” remarked Monsieur de Liscoat. 

Only the night before last he w as fleeced a thousand liAiis in some 
low gambling-den.” 

“ How do you know^ ?” inquired Monsieur de Muire, hastilJ^ 

heard so through one of my friends who was inveigled into the 
i?ahy d^, and who shared the young man’s fate.” 

on surprise me very much, for M^ddric rarely plays.” 

* You sururise me. too.” remarked the maior. “I served ^Auder 
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^father, who wax a brave soldier, and one of the most ex.e^payy 
men I ever knew, ami good blood will telh” ^ 

“ Nonfjense, major ! t)o you really iJiink that virtues and vices are 
transmitted ffom j^^iieration to generation, like real estate ? ” 

“ Generally) sir. ‘ 

“ According to that, I, who am the son of a pious nobleman, win* 
was a devoted servant of God and the king, ought to be a saint, and 1 
as.sure you that 1 am not leading a life that will result in iny canonisation 
after death.” 

“By no means!” exclaimed the Marquis do Br^ingno, wlio knew his 
old friend well. ^ 

“ We had Vietter change the subject, I tliink,” saifl Marce^lc’s fatluiV.# 

“ Bah ! what if the countess does liear us ? ’ 

“But my daughter is approaching with her friends and her gover- 
ness,” repli<‘-d Monsiein* de Muire, severely. 

In fact, the flying s(|uadroii forming the advance-guard were retriu in;' 
their steps, and the young ladies were already within hearing. 

“A morsel for a king, that governess!” muttered Die incr>rrigiblc 
viscount. 

INfadeinoisclle de ]Mui» e \\7vs the first to rejoin the group of gentlemen. 
ShO'Was a tall, beautiful blonde, with large, clear, blue eyes, a transparent 
skin, and^delicately. chiseled features. - ■ 

* jleh'me Laiioue, the governess, w«ls a h(‘auty of an entirely diflerent 
iwpe. ^ decided brunette, with ivgular, but more expre.ssivc 

•filatures: her mouth was adorable, and her teeth something wonderful: 
wliilst she was tall and slender, vyitli a Wfiist one cpiild span with two 
hands. The criticism of Dc Idscoat, who was a connoisseur in sucl) matters^ 
was • chiinently just. Helene was twenty-five years of age, thougli she 
did not look so. Age had not impaired her niati imonial value, and to be a 
bride for, a prince or millionaire she lacked only one thing — a dowry, 
That day she had with lier, in ad«litioiJ to her pu})il, three J^oiing girls, 
nieces of Madame do Muire, who were just out of a convent, well dowejcd, 
and anxiou-s to mjirry, so that tney might have a right to waltz at han't 
and wear diamonds. , 

“Father,” began Marooll<‘, “we have. jiJ>i deeidc'.d lUKiniiiKui ly to 
go on to the station. In the first ])laec, Monsieui* dc Mestras is com 
ing, and lie will be di.sa])pointed if he doe.s not find ns there; besides 
we are not at all an ions merely to see the train pass. That is all ver. 
well on days wdien we are expecting no one, but when wx* are, it is mup.h 
more ])leasaut to meet them at the station.” 

“But your mother wdshes it, my dq^r,” replied Monsieur de Muire; 
“besides, your decision comes too late. I hear the train now. Tt lui.s 
just left the station, and wdll pass here in less than three minutes.” 

“That is true. We should be sure to miss Medericj, and now we arc 
here, "we may as well enjoy the diversion — if diversion it can be called.” 

“ AAHiy, I think it is really quite amusing, mademoiselle,” said the 
viscount, laughing. “ Wlien one i.s standing on the bank close to the line, 
one commands a view of the whole train, and one occasionally sees some 
really Indici’ous sights in the first-class carriages.” 

In another moment, the entire party had ranged itself in line d; 
low embankment that borders the rail w%ay at this point. The '‘-ou’ 'less, 
who, bad overtaken them, placed herself at the end of the line mcvs;est 
the next station, and furthest from the station .frsii'Whicsh the 



A ILMLWAY TBAGEDV. 


9 


coming. Monsieur de Brangne stationed himself at Madame d(», 
INhiirC’s right, between lunr and Monsieur de Liscoat ; then came Monsieur 
de Muire, and tlieii tiieVour young girls, at tlie other end of, tbe lino. 
Tlie locomotive approached, snorting and \vhee/i/ig like ymnc asthmatic 
nioiistcr, fiiicl the noise of its wlfccls drowned even the voices of the youiig^ 
girls who were eliattering witli all their might. It soon passed them, and 
the carriages it was drawing luoveil by them with stoadily-increasihg 
sv\ iftuess. 

Whilst his friends were W’atehii*' the passing train, the Marquis d(3 
Braiigue allowed liis <jyes to linger admiringly on the graceful shoulders and 
.hino-like form of^liis fair neighbour. Suddenly he heard her utter a (p'iek 
e»y’, and saw her S‘Uigger, as if about to fall, and though lie hastily 
caught her in his .-irms, she swooned in his grasp. Not until then did ho 
pei'ceiv(; that her bosom had been pierced by a bullet, and that from the 
wound was gusliing a torrent of blood which inundated the. light robe of 
Marcello’s mothor. The train that luid brought Mthbh’ic de Mestrns v. as 
already out of sight. 

“ Help !" cried Monsieur de Brangue, scarcely aide to support the weiglit 
of the body he was holding in his arms, for the old l)eau was not by any 
means a Hercules, and Mailame de Aluirc very heavy. 

Monsieur do Idscoat sprung to his friend’s assistance, and by ^eir 
combined ejlbrts they succeeded in preventing the iinfcrtunato woman mmJ 
sinking to the ground. She stij I breathed, but Imr JJfe .WJlii fast -ob^n^ 
away with her blood, and filr^wide-opcn eyes already woic a vacyiiit stav«\ 

Slienianage<l to falter forth the words : “ Jt is he ! — it is ” but she w.'^ 

unable to finish the sentence, and this effort was her last. She Wiis 
jilready dead when her frantic husband n*ached her side, v 

Mareelle was entirely igiiurcut of what hud hapj^cned. She was £oo far 
off, ami too much engaged in jesting with lier fi-iemls, who WT.re laughing 
at her because she prclemled to h.ave seen Mederio de Mestras on the- 
train ; but on turning she })ereei*\'ed lier mother, supported in the arms 
of the giuitlemen, and heaid her fatlier s despairing cry, She w'as rushinif* 
tow'aid hci-, when tl\e major hastily interposed. Taking very little in*, 
tercst in the commonplace sight tliat had drawn the others close to the 
railis^’, he had remained a little in the rear of tlic ])arty, aiid frem tin; 
spot^here he .stood he w jus better able to ex])lain what had just oecurreil 
than fils companions. A shot had ]>een fired from the moving train ami 
the countess struck full in the breast by a bullet. He w'as now anxious to, 
spare Mareelle tlie liorril>le sight f»f her mothi’i’s bleeding form. 

“ No, no, mademoiselle f ” he cried, .stretching out his arms to prevent 
her from passing. ' 

me pas.s ! ” cried the young girl, W'ildly.' 

^ sw'tjar that you shall not go a step further, mademoiselle,’^ rcpli(‘(l 
firmly. Your motlier has jmst met witii an accidtmt. Vonr 
l^would only prevent us fi*om giving her the attention n(‘ecs.sary. 
to tli/i chateau V'itli your friemls.” 

^ turning to the govenu'ss, w'ho ha<l just' joined li(*r pui>itl he added ; 
fiu.st ask you to take Mademoiselle de Muire home immediately. 

Jno }>lace for her.” 

jlpe fjanoue cast an inquiring glance at the mai(>r, saw tlierc wa.s np 
led aw'ay Mareelle, wlio was also beginning to understand, and 

Vered no further resistance. 

ypl UR the baronohe,’* (George Itoland called after them, 
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‘ The other young girls had already fled, like larks who have jiist.seeh 
one of their number fall under the fire of the sportsman. It was very 
fortunate that the governess had not lost her wits, and that the major 
, '’uccceded in retaining his presence of iriiid on tliis terrible occasion. 
But for Helene, there would have been a frightful scene, and Moiisieur do 
Mijiro had (juite enough to bear as it was. His dMiighter was forgotten 
for the moment, and kneeling beside bis \vif(% whom Jiis friends liad laid 
gently on the turf, he strove in vain to revive her, calling her frantically 
by naiiK), and trying to vvarin her cold hands l>y covering them with 
kisses. As ^et it<li<l not seem to have occurred to him to ask how the 
catastrophe had happened. Monsieur de Brauguo and Monsicni' .de 
Liscoat, stunned hy the shock, exchanged frightened glances. Th(*s^‘ 
gentlemen, not being accustomed to sucli scenes, were utterly at a loss what 
to do. The catastr<n>he hud occurred upon a. piece of ground dotte^d 
with stunted trees, about fifteen hundred yards from the railway station 
at (Jhatou, and beyond tin* reach of any immediate aid. No individual nor 
liabitatiou of any kind was in sight, and the Oaks was a good twenty 
minutes’ walk from there. It was time, indeed, for the major to interfere. 
He l ad already, however, done the only thing that would be of the 
sliglT^"'..H use. On days when ihe owners of the Oaks entertained guests 
■the'^Tarouche stooil, with the horses ready harnesse*! to it, in the courtyard 
rcjicly for their use at any moment. 'Fhanks to the order given to Made- 
pnoiselfe Lanoue, the vehicle would in half-an-hour reach the scene of the 
tragedy to transport the body to the ehutcau, for no human power could 
roatore Marcelle’s unfortunate mother to lilo. - 

“ (*onic, Jac(|ue3,” said Roland to his friend, taking him by the arm aiul 
assisting him upon his feet. < 

Monsieur de Muire obeyed; then, standing with set teeth, distorted 
features, and tearless eyes, asked in evident bewilderment : “How did it 
hfap})en ? ” 

“ A shot was fired from the train — by accident, undoubtedly.” 

“No, not by accident,’* muttered the marquis, wiping his blood- 
stained hands with his handkerchief. 

“ \Vhy, in that case it is a muriler !” exclaimed Monsieur de Muire, 
“ And ‘who could have had the heart to kill her? She had not an enemy 
in the world.” 

“And nothing w'ill ever make me believe that a person in a moving 
train could have aimed so truly,” added Roland. 

“Some people make wonderful shots,” remarked De Liscoat. 

The major did not feel inclined to discuss* the question at such a, 
moment, so turning his back on the sceptical viscount, and taking his' 
grief-stricken friend by the arm he led him far enough away to attempt to 
console him without being overheard by the others. 

“Courage, my dear Jacques,” he said, with an emotitfn which he coul 
not repress in spite of all liis efforts. “Recollect that your daughter j 
still spared^ to you, and that she has no one but you to look to now’ — th? 
is, until the day of her marriage to the man she loves,” 

“ Ah, I wish that could take place to-morrow ; but it is not to 
thought of now we are plunged into mourning.” 

“The children love each other. They will wait.” 

“I know it; but it is by no means certain that they will' b 
happ;j^* What would you think if 7 should tell you that my poor wif 
was'’bitt6rly opposed to their liuion ? ” 
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‘1 Vbu are tollin^^ me no news. I liad guessed as much.’’ 

“ jiut what if i slioifld tell you that just now, oidy a few lyoments 
before slie met with this terrible death, slie declared to me that the 
marria^y should never take i)hlce while she lived.” 

“ W hat reason did she give for this refusal ? ” 

“ None whaiever.” 

“That ia strange. She has known M^d^ric from his childhood, and 
M(hl<^rie & fatlier was an intimate friend of both of you.” 

“ Where is Marcello?” 

“She has relui'ncd to the chateau. She could not remain hero, and I 
ilQsisted upQ.0 h^r iinmodiatc departure.” 

“You did right. 1, too, will go.” 

“ I see a carnage coming,’’ cried Monsieur de Braiigue. 

“It is yours,’ said the major, turning tg the count. “I requested 
Madem(»iselle Lanouc to send it, but she must have met it on the way. I 
had forgotten that the coachman was to meet us in case the ladies might 
become fatigued. I see liim on the box, and the footman is with him.” 

“Listen,” said tlie count in a voice hoarse with emotion, “we shall 
have to convey the body home in the carriage. 1 will accompany|iH; but 
I must go alone. I will have no one with ilie.” - 

“ I will take it upon myself to <lisndss these gentjeineu. They vjfoul^ 
only he in our way ; besides, 1 think they are anxious to get as 

soon as tlioy can.” , 

“Let tliem go. They are mere acquaintances; and I need,..tluj< 
assistance an<l sympathy of a true friend. You will remain with me, will] 
you not, my dear (4eorge?” 

“As long as you wisli. You can return home in the carriage* and 1 
will rejoin you in a few moments at the chateau, where I think we shall 
lind Medeiie, who must have IcfL the train at Chatou.^^^ 

^i’he ina><[uis and the viscount*had become tired of standing sentry over 
the lifeless body of the p(K)r countess. A train from 8aint-Germain wfCSf 
nearly due, and they did not care to btf seen watching over a dead body, 
so they left it ami approached Moiy^icur de Muirc, ostt*nsi)>ly to condtde 
with liim, but really with the linn intention of hastening back to J'.iris 
as soon as they could <lo s<» witli decency. The major leJt that he should 
confer a favour upon his unfortunate friend by shortening their leave- 
taking as mu ell as possible ; so, ailvanciiig to meet them, he said to them 
in a siihdiietl tone : “ »Shakc hands with him and then let him depart 
in the same carriage that takes away his wife’s body. ” 

“ Certainly, certainly,” repli(jl both gentlemen in the same breath. 

“ 1 will remain a moment or so longer, for f wish to have a talk Tvith 
you. Afterward, 1 shall return to the Oaks on foot.” 

“ While we make our way back to Chatou,” replied De Liscoat 
promptly. 

In the ineantime the barouche had come up, and George Roland, who 
seemed to tnink of everytliinu, gave the neces'feary orders to tffe servants ; 
for Monsieur do Muirc seemed equally incapahle of thought and of action, 
lie also held the horses while the coachman and footman, two stalwart 
nier^ lifted the body and placed it carefully in the carriage. The blood liad 
ccared,^!) flow. It must have re: urned to the heart. The major assistjed 
his friend into the carriage, and then made a signal to the coachman, who 
started his horses at a walk in tht- dft’ectiorLof the chateau. 

“ Lour Jacques ! ” sighed D.e Liscoat, “ this wdl make a great change- 
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ill his life, but fortunately he is a philosopher, and he will becomc*con- 
soled in time.’ V 

“ One becomes consoled for everything, even for the loss of one’s wife,” 
(Codded the Marquis de Ih-anguc. ' 

“ Especially for the loss of one’s wife,” corrected De Liscoat, who had 
very little faith in lasting regrets, and still less in conjugjil love. “ But 
to lose her in such a strange and tragical way. It is a very uncommon 
case, and quite enough to shock tlie most indillcrcnt husband. What dc 
you think of this sudden death, my dear major? ” 

“ I was about to address the same question to you,” the major iV' 
sponded coldly ; “ and I beg that you will not noise this unfortunate ailVuh 
aVu'oad, but be silent respecting it, at least until M'e have discovered tin. 
cause of it.” 

“Be silent respecting it!” exclaimed De Liscoat. “What good 
would that do ? By to-morrow everybody in the neiglibourliood will 
know what has occurred here. T defy Jacques to conceal it. Jlis ser- 
vants will spread the news if no one else does. Besides, it will be neces- 
sary to report the doatli to tlie authorities ; aud the pliysician who 
<‘oinoj» verify the decease -will see that the poor countess was sliot, 
... tnd .^rhot by a pistol, probably, for one cannot liandle a gun very cou- 
yempntly in the compartiuent of a railway carriage.” 

«l\e silent ! ” repeated Monsieur de Brangue. “You certainly do not 
-advise that, my dear major. Such a course would <‘ompromise us all very 
seriously ; and I really think it my duty to inform the station-master of 
th-e afTair on passing through Chatou. We ought to inform the comniis- 
sary of police, lint it is necessary for me to get back to Paris as soon 
as possible.” 

“ And for me as well,” chimed in Do Liscoat. “ After siuJi an ordeal 
1 need a bottle of Moot Chaiulon's champagne to revive my spirits. 
C atch me coming into the country again to dine ! ” 
r- * “ I pity you most sincerely, sir,” interrupted the major, deeply in- 
censed by this display of hei»rtlci.siiess ; “but I pity my friend ,)nc(jueg 
de Muire far more ; and 1 once more entreat you not to hav k^tliis sad 
stoi’y gbont the streets.” 

“ I decidedly object to the word hawk in this connection,” retorte< I 
the viscount, straightening himself up. 

“No quarrelling here, I beg of you. Jf your sensitive nature i^ 
M ounded, I shall be wliolly at your ilisposal to-morrow ; but in the 
im-antime I particularly rc<|uest tliat you will not ined<lle with this 
alfair.” 

'* You arc certainly taking a prominent part in it, however. ” 

“It is difTcrent as far as 1 am concerned. 3 am tlie count’s mo.st 
intimate friend. I have been intimate with him for years. AVe won 
iiiulor lire together at Buzenval, where he did his duty bravely, as a 
member of the national guard, by my side.” 

“Very s^’^ell, sir, we aiM* by no means anxious to figure in a criminal 
case,” retorted Monsieur de Branguc, who had taken refuge in England 
during the siege of l^aris. “ I made the suggestion merely to satisfy my 
own conscience. I thought it of the utmost importance to ensure the 
immediate arrest of Madame de Muire’s assassin, and the surest means 
of accomplishing this would certainly be to telegraph on to ’’^aint- 
Oepnrin, where he ivill probably «eave the train ; but I w'ould much 
, rather say nothing wliatever about the affair to the station -master at 
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(^atoTi,.fov he might take it into his head to detain us Until the arrival of 
the commissary of police.” 

“ Who might decide to keep iia in custody iintil he was able, to^ohtain 
further information,” added, De^ Liscoat. “ Your shirt-front is all stained 
with l)lo(Jd; and my clothing being in a similar condition, he might* 
ticcide to send both of us to prison, and to be con lined in the Chatoii 
]uisonof all others would certainly ho a bitter pill to swallow. Let ‘us 
lake the lirst train, manpiis. Jt wdll be time enough to tell W'hat wc 
know when we arc examined in Laris.” 

“ And what do you know ?” iu(|uired the major ; and what did you 
*■^00 that 1 (lid no^, ? .Merely a passing train and Madame dt' Muire falling, 
sfiot througli the heart.” 

J saw' the smoke, and I know what carriage it came from. It w as 
fired from tlm last carriage of tlie train.” 

“And I heard the last words Madame de Muire uttered,” added the 
mar(juis. 

“ What! did she speak after she w^is shot?” asked George Lokuid. 

“ She said very distinctly ‘ It is he ! ’ 8o she must have recognised the 
man wlio lired the shot.” 

“ Impossible ! The train was moving rapidly.” 

“She at least susjK'cted some one of tiie deed. Tlie ‘It 
signified ‘It is the man I feared,’ and she w’as about to mention*, the/ 

name when her breath failed her. She added, *lt is ’ and tJr::ilJ was 

all.” 

“Are you positive ()f this? ” ‘f 

“ I will testify to it on oath if any judge should take it into his head 
ito summon me before him fer examination ; but that is all 1 shall sjy. I 
intend to keep my opinion to myself, and allow the authorities to solve 
the mystery as host they can.” 

“ What is your theory ou the |ubject? ” • 

“ I might 1 ‘eply that it is no luisiiujss of yours ; but I will merely 
rc'iiiind you that only one man had an interest in putting Madame tie* 
^iluire out of the way.” 

“I can’t imagiiio who you are •rehirring to. Bo more explicit, if^ 
you ])lcase.” • 

“ I am rcfeiTing, of course, to tlie young man about whom Jac(|ucs de 
Miiiias is so infatuated as to he willing to accept him as a son-in-law.” 

“ Medi'o ic (Ic Mestras ! You dare to accuse him ? ” 

• “ I don’t accu.se him. 1 merely say that Madame dc Muire w’as 
bittci’ly opposed to the match. Her husband has told mo so a hundred 
times, and I think the poor womln was perfectly right.” 

“She would certainly have wuihdrawn her opposition cveJituaTly ; 
and no one but your.self would ever think of suspecting the son of my old 
colonel of iijurdei'. ” ^ 

“I hope not, indeed, sir. You defended him before the crime w'as 
committed, and I am i^ot surpriscci that you .should still defei^l him ; but 
you arc very mueli mistaken if you think thatlie will not he called upon 
to give an ae*couiit of the way in whitdi his time was spent. ” 

“ He will hav'C no difiicuJty in proving his innocence, 1 am sure. He 
loft the train at Cliatoii, wdiere he prohaldy expected to find Monsieur 
and ^.laclame de Muire, with their daughter and guests. That wuis the 
arrangement ; and it was not until after w'e had begun our w'alk that 
Madame de Muire changed her inina, Med4ric could not have flh*e#ccn 
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this; and by this time he must be at tlie Oaks, where a frightful sm’prisels 
awaiting him.” 

“ If lio is not in the train he will have no ditliculty in proving an 
nlib'},^^ remarkt^d be Liscoat ; “ but unfortunately ^lademoisclle de Muivc 
declared to Inu* iVieiids just now that she saw him in one of the* compart- 
ments.” 

She was niisfcakcn,” replied the ma jor quickly. “ How could she 
possibly have recugnisod him in a moving Train? ’ 

“ She loves liiui, and lovers arc endowed with extraordinary keenness 
of vision, as I liavii had occasion to observe more tkau once in my life; 
and so, J ]>resume, ]iav« you.” * 

George Roland did iiot smile at tliis display of vanity on the part f>f 
the antiquated beau w)io preteinled to liave been tlie idol of every 
woman he had met in years gone l^y. Ib^ was beginning to be seri- 
ously troul>l(Ml ])y these direct accusations against a young man he 
loved and cstecmied. He thought them absurd ; but he could not 
blind himself to the fact that they might bo believed by some magis- 
trate, and even in the circles in winch these geiitloineii moved. Med('‘rie 
did not figure in what is generally styled in fashional»lc journals high 
life./ mediocrity of his fortune forbade that, and so did his tastes ; 

was knou'ii in those circles, the news of his intendeil marriage 
MfuleiiKtiselJe tie Miiire having ])een pretty generally circulated, so 
tnenJ^u'e not a few persons who envi<'d Inm his good fortune; and tlioso 
who ai-e envied always have enemic's iii plenty. Tlie major also said to 
hiHi4r?i'lf ibat Alarcelle s father would be sure, to remember the words of Id'; 
wife, who, only a few months before lier deatli, had sworn that he. 
daughter should never marry Meddric de Mestras with her consent. 
How would JatKjues do Muii’o, after the tragi(^al event tliat had made 
him a widower, liave the strength of will not to ]>c influenced by the 
strongly evpre.'^sf d wishes of a mother pho certainly loved her daughter 
devofedly ? And what would he say if tiie shameful rumours his club 
a<’fjuaint;inees seemed morti than Hkely to circulate should leach his cars? 
What non hi bi* the. e')nse(jiien(‘<:s if outraged justice should open an 
inve-st iga,t ion in vvliieli Marcelh’.'s )>*‘trothed was involved, if only for a 
d.-iy ? S ieorgc liolaiid liad not a moment to lose if ho desirc.l to avert 
tliese misforiinies. 

“Tills iiuicli is certain,” eoiitiniied Monsieur do Liseoat, carelessly, 
Vtlie poor countess was fatally wounded in the left lireast, and unless you 
think the bullet was iiitende<l loi- one of us, or that. some senseless 
practical joker was amusing himself by discharging his revolver at random 
you^ must admit that a crime has beeu\ committed, ami that the allair 
will not be allowial to (“iid here.” 

“I (piite agree with you, sir,” interrupted the major; “ and I have 
only one request to make, and that is that you will keep the matter a 
secret, if possible, \intil to-inorrow.” 

“Oh, so^far as that is (;oncerned, we will say nothing about it until 
we arc (piestioneil,” 

“I shall rely upon your promise, and in return 1 give you my word 
of honour that justice shall be done, for I assure you that I am no more 
anxious to have the culprit go unpunished than you are. I ain going 
to begin an investigation on my own account, and you shall know the 
result whatever it may be. Need ]„add that I shall begin by question- 
ing ^(fnsieur de Mestras ? ” 



‘‘Then 1 would suggest that you should eudjrace at the same time 
tlie opportunity to advise him to I'reciueiit no more low gambling dens,” 
said Monsieur de Liscoat, with a malicious smile. 

“1 shall not advise him, 1 shall tjuestion him, and I assure you tliat 
I shall co’iiipel him to tell me the truth. He is piohahly at cliateau 
now, and 1 must sec him without delay, lietuni to Paris, gentlemen, 
hut rest assured that you uill soon sec me again, inul as our 
diverge here, you must, now allow me to take leaver of you.” 

“Certainly, certididy, major,” replied the marquis. “1 think, liow- 
ever, tiiat tlie viscownt and myself had ]>etter wall; down t’oo railway 
line so as to he i*i no danger of losing our way.” 

• Jfe was ahont to turn on Ids heel an<l walk away, wIkui his friend 
1)(‘ Liscoat exclaimed : 

“Look, major, you vdll not he obliged to ndiii-n to the chateau to 
(juostion your protege. Here he comes now, a,nd, strang(i to say, from 
the direction of Vt'sinet.” 

He was right. Med<h’ic was approaching at a rapid pace, 
almost at a run, and he was coming from the direction of VesincI . 

The major could not believe liis eyes. 

“We will leave you, so as not to iiitnixlo upon your interviel 
him, my dear sir,” cried ])c Liscoat, hastening t)ll‘ with liis friem 
direaition of Cliatou. * 

Witli folded ai’ins and frowning brow, the major awaited the a** 
of his young protege, who had recognised Idin at a distauce,^ u 
already making signs of recognition. 


II. 


I^rr.DEUTc DE Mk^tras, wliom the two old fops accused so rasl: 
licit luu* the expression uor tho healing of a man wJio has just couuMiotcp 
a great <;rinic, for ho was laughing heartily, (aid amusing himself by 
leaping lighily over the clumiis of fur/e that bordered tlm railway line. 
Ho was a tall, well-built youth,-' very dark-complexioned, and a.s 
straight and slender as a reed. He lunl eyes of extraordinary vivacity 
and clearnc.ss, a soft, silky moustaclic, lips of a vivid scarlet, wliite tce.tli, 
and l)est of all, an expressive, mobile face that reHccted e.very thought 
and emotion, 

• “A man with a face like tliai could not po.ssibly toll a falsehood,” 
thought Ceorge Roland. 

“How do you do, major?” «iied M(hlenc. ,, “I see that I am a I'ttle 
too late. 1 made tint ))est haste I could, but when one has only one’s 
legs to depend upon ” 

“ Where did you come from ? ” asked the major, sternly. 

“From Vesinet, of course. It is quite a long story. Would you 
believe it, 1 fell asleep in the train. It was iwpavdonable in I know, 
but I did not go to bed until Y(*,ry late last night, and my eyes woiihl 
close in spite of all my ellorts to keep tliem open, Sij<ldenly 1 heard the 
guard call out ‘Chatou I Chatou ! ’ I rubbed my eyes, and tried to rouse 
myself, but w^as still half asleep when I jumped out of the cai-riage. I 
expected to find the larlies at the gate where the man t.ikcs the ticktits, 
fen- Marcello told me yesterday tluUt she would be at the station uith 
lier mother and her young friends, but though I looked, I could see" no 
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one. • So I imagined that 1 must have misunderstood her, and tliat tliey 
were to meet me at V^sinet, which is quite as near tlic Oaks as CHatou 
is, an<i without pausing to reflect, I darted l)aclc to the train, wliicli was 
just moving out of the station, and had barely time to jump into a, com- 
t.^artment which was so crowded that I alighted on the lap of a g^intlomau 
who uttered a cry of pain. Up to the time of my arrival at Chatoii, 
however, I had been the sole occupant of another compartment, wliicii 1 
WflkS unable to find again 

** And after that ? ” 

“ Why, I of course readied 'VMsinet, wdiere a fresh disappointment 
awaited me, for there w'as not a soul at the station tp meet me. I 
decided to leave the train for good this time, though the tieket-eollectd?/ 
at first refused to let me pass, because my ticket w^as for Cliatou. How- 
ever, he finally consented on the payment of the faro between the two 
stations. Then I started off on a run, Init thougli I am quite (.mi of 
breath I have missed the ladies. It serves me right, however. It will 
teach me not to go to sleep in the train again.’' 

The major listened to tliis explanation with close attention, but his 
contracted brow did not relax. He liad formed a jjlaii fioni w liieh lie did 
not fnt^end to deviate iu the slightest particular. 'I'lii;’ was to allow 
1C to go on wdth his expfanation, wait until ho luid finished, ard then 
'•^ih^ptly inform hinuof Madame de Muire’s tragical death. A'o examining 
could have done better. 

“Tha1i,is all very w^ell,’* he remarked quietly. “ Dut on leaving the 
station why didn’t you take the road leading direcl ly to tlie Oaks ‘ ' 

■ don’t wonder at your astonishment, but I i ngot to tell ycai thitt 
from the window of the carriage I caught siglit of Jklonsicur de .Muire, 
wife, Ifis daughter, and their friends stainling in lint. )ioar the railway, i 
even took off my hat to them, but they did ned see me ’’ 

“You are mistaken ; some one did see yon.” 

“Who?” " 

“ Marcelle.” 

“She must have laughed hcaVtily. ’What fun siic will make of me 
when I relate my adveiituies ! How. vexed I was with in^hclf when 1 saw 
her! X had half a mind to shout; ‘ »Stop the train, guuid ! stop the train ! 
or. to jump off while it was in motion; but I was afraid you would all 
laugh at me, and also that I might break my neck. The ladies got tired 
of w'aiting, and have returned to the chateau, 1 supj)ose?” 

The major replied only with a nod, and remained standing in such a 
position as to conceal from the sight of Marcello’s betrothed tlie pool of 
blood in which the body of the unfortum te countess had lain. 

“So those antediliivitfns I sec going down the line Lave given up the 
idea of dining with us, 1 suppose. So much the better ! I can’t emluro 
them, wdth their dyed whiskers and their pompous airs — a))ove all, that 
Viscount de Liscoat, wdio reminds me of an old battered butterfly, I am 
almost sure that he wears flays. 

“Have ^oii any particular cause to dislike him?” inepured Ge:>rge 
Roland, who had not forgotten the spitefulness which had characterised 
the viscount’s remarks about Medcric de Mestras. 

“Ifo; but I feel sure that he dislikes me, and he is just the kind of 
man I heartily despise- I don’t meet him very often, and it is a good 
thiolt that 1^ don’t, for at the very first innuendo he cast upon mo, I 
eur^vlishould not be able to resist m^ desire to slap his face,” 
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• I advise you to do nothing of the kind,” remarked the major, coldly. 
“ Monsieur de Muire wilj certainly close liis doors against you if you insult 
one of his friends.” 

One of liis friends ! Nonsense ! He invites De Lisepat to his lioiise 
merely because he is a good whistplayer, and he likes to have him for 9 
partner, but he understands the old fossil’s real character perfectly. You 
will say, perhaps, that Madame de Muire finds him very entertaining, but 
I Ocin reply that Marcello hates him, and I always agree with Marcelle. 
Rut, by the way, speaking of tlie ladies, how does it happen that you did 
not return with them? 1 don’t suppose you prefeircd the stjcicty of tlioso 
two old peacoclis to theirs. ” 

• ’“If you had not come, I should have accompanied them to Chaiou. 
1’hey were just speaking of you.” 

“They said nothing good of me, I am sure.” 

“One of them told me that you had recently lost twenty thousand 
fiaiu s in a l(»w gambling-den.” 

“It was ])e ]jisw)at who told you that, I am sure. The scoundrel ! I’ll 
pay him for meddling with my all’air.s.” 

“ It is true, then. You have been gambling, and you have lost in a 
single Jiight a suui of money which represents, if I am not vei’^; ^nuich- 
niistaken, a fifteenth of your foitune— even admitting that you had. nut* 
impaired it very considerably before you committed fhis act of folly,’' , 

Mckleric to the very ti))s of his ears; but he did not slirink 

from a full e»»idcs3iuii of his wrong-doing. 

“I iiextL i .1 Id a la/iHchood in my life, major,” he said, boldly, “and T 
certainly am not going to begin now. It is true that I did allow myself 
10 bo decoyed into a pretended club which turned out to be a me^;e gam- 
bling-den. 1 liad an irresistilde longing for a two hundred louis horse I 
saw at TattersalT' the other day, and I knew that my cipcumstances 
would not justify me in purcbasjn^^ it— you see how seusilde I am. A^, 
well, it was my prndciico that i-uined me, for I said to myself that 
risking a few louis 1 might w in enough to gratify this whim, without mak- 
ing any inroads on my capital, and — you can guess the rest. But I assure 
ycVii that tlie lesson lias l)een a good one, and that 1 shall never be guilty 
of a like imprudence, I am such a poor hand at card-ph*ying tliat t should 
be sure to ruin myself in six months.” 

The major could not help smiling at this naive confession, and Ins con- 
fidence revived. A young man wdio confessed his faults so frankly could 
not have l^eeri guilty of any very atrocious crime. 

“I really hope that you will not say anything to Marcelle about it,” 
continued ^lederie. “1 should efte of shame.’’ ^ 

“ You deserve to be reported both to her and to her father,” replied the 
major; “biitHihoughl have no intention of doing it, others may. Be- 
sides, you have no suspicion of the danger that threatens you at this very 
moment. This, however, is no ])lace to explain your situation to you. X 
am going back to the Oaks. Will you accomp^iny me ? ” 

“ Most assuredly. If you only knew how anxious I am to sec Marcelle, 
you w'ould not ask such a (piestion. I have so many things to tell her that 
1 scarcely know where to begin, k hope I shall be seated next to her at 
table, though the last time 1 dined there I’ was placed bc'tween her gover- 
ness and an elderly relative of Madame de Muire.” 

. The major took M(*d<'ric’.s arm, dfind together they niade tbeh* way 
t-owards the cliateau, 
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don’t know what has turned Madame de Muire against me,” con’- 
tinued M^d^ric. “She used to make a great dexil of me in former years, 
but since there has been any possibility of my marriage to her daughter, 
-«he has treated .me coldly, aiul ahnost rudely.” 

“ I have noticed that fact, and being unable to account for it, I thoiiglit 
I would ask you the reason.” 

“I assure you that I haven’t tlie slightest idea, major, lam really 
vwy fond of her, and 1 have tried to convince lier of the fact by redoubling 
my respectful attentions, but without avail.” 

“It is certainly very strange.” • 

“It is iucumprehensible, for you must recollect that -if Marcello and 
I have grown to love each other, Madame dc Muire may, witli justice, hfc 
held accountable for it. While my father lived, I was always at her 
house, and yet I never seemed to go there often enough. After my 
father’s death, Monsieur de Muire became my guardian, but it was the 
countess who came to scliool to see me, and I spent my holidays in play- 
ing with her daughter. Marcelle grew up ; I attained my majority, and 
I remained on the .same intimate footing with the family. What followed 
w’as (Wily natural. I fell violently in love with Marcelle, and had the good 
fortui^ to win her love in return. Her father encouraged us ; I finally 
.declared my love to^ him, and he did not repulse me. He only imposed 
a year’s probation upon me before he gave his full consent. It was not 
until then that the manner of the countess underwent an entire change. 
I pleased lier as a prot<ig<5 ; but I begin to think that she does not want 
me for a son-in-law.” 

“ She told her husband this very day that while she lived, you should 
never marry Marcelle.” 

“Ah, well, we can wait,’’ replied Med(5ric, stoutly. 

“ What do you mean ?” exclaimed the major, startled by this unex- 
]>ected declaration. “You can wait ! ^hat probably means that you are 
wishing for Madame de Muire ’s death.” 

“ I ! ” exclaimed Mcfd^ric, no less vehemently. “ I, who have always 
regarded her as a second mother I My feelings toward her have not 
change^l, nor will they ever change any more than my love for her 
daughter. In answering you as I did, I only meant to give you to undcr- 
staml that time can make no change in heart§ that truly love. Wo shall 
narry Marcelle and I, ten years, or even twenty years hence, if they will 
lot allow us to marry before.” 

** You talk like a child,’’ said the major, partially reassured. “ Made- 
noiselle de Muire will not consent to become an old maid for your sake, 
iiiAyou yourself would sf)on weary of living without hope. Instead of 
ndulging in vain protestations, examine your own conscience, and try to 
liscover how you can have displeased a lady who once loved you fondly, 
'’or she reared you, so to speak. She was the much -esteemed friend 
if your father, who commended yon care before he departed to 

ingage in the disastrous cwipaign of 1870. She treated you like her son, 
Jien, and for years afterward ; how then does it happen that she casts you 
iff now?” 

“ I again assure you that I have no idea.” 

“ Can it be that she has heard you gamble ? ” 

“ 1 am not fond of cards. It has so happened that I have yielded to 
jcmptation once, but it was only a pcssing weakness. 1 am afraid of the 
;iuning-tablo. I always shun it, and I think you will need no further 
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proof of the truth of my statements tlian the fact tliat I belong td no 
club.” 

“ Are you entangled with any woman ? ” 

“ Why, major, 1 certainly hoped that you had a better opinion of me. 
If you luw.1 asked me the same question three years ago. your inquiry 
would not have wounded me, and I should not have hesitatetl to answer 
you frankly in the aflirmative, but if 1 had bestowed a tiiought on another 
woman siiico I declared my love to Marcelle I should be the basest of 
men. ” 

This reply pleased Roland, but threw no light \ipoii the cause of the 
dislike which the countess seemed to have suddenly conceived for the son 
of Colonel de Mestras. 

“Some one must have slandered you,” he muttered, “and now the 
evil is irreparable.” 

“ Why ? If she wdll but tell me of w hat I am accused I can vindicate 
myself, 1 am sure.” 

The major was almost on the point of replying, “ Because Madame do 
Muire has just been murdered,” but this announcement w^ould have been 
premature, so he said, instead : “ Do you think it probable that, the 
governess has influenced the countess against you ? ” 

“ lltiieiic Lauouc ? That noble girl is incapable of such perfidy. Khe 
loves Marcelle as she would love a sister, and she is Marcelle’s only cori{i- 
/.lante, Helene knows that the breaking off* of this marriage W'ould ruin 
our liappiness, and I can trust her as unreservedly as 1 can tmint you, 
major. Besides, she is no longer in Madame de Muire’s good graces, for 
that lady secs vet'y plainly that her daughter's governess is on our side. 
„Buc enough of these surmises. There is a much easier and surer \yay of 
learning the cause of Madame de Muire’s ill-will. It is to viUestion her, 
and that I havcTesolved to do. I did think of doing so this very evening, 
but abandoned the idea because I supposed those gentlemen would be pre« 
scut. !Now they have g' lic my mind is made up, and after dinner 1 shall 
have an interview' wdth Marcelle's mother. I shall request Monsieur de 
Muire to be present, for I count upon his assistance as confidently as I 
count upon yours. ” • 

'I'lic major made no reply, and Minlcric, astonished at this sTlcnce, 
turned and looked at him, but had hardly done so, than he vaguely com- 
prehended that his old friend was concealing something from him. 

“ Why did tliose gentlemen hurry back to Paris?” he inquired sud- 
denly. “ They were invited to dine at the Oaks, were tliey not ? ” 

“ 1 will tell you, sir, in a moment,” said the major ; “but, before 1 tell 
you, there are some questions 1 wJuld like to put to you,” , 

They had been walking on briskly w hile they l^alked, and the of 

the chateau, which was really only a large and beautiful villa, built of 
brick and stone, in the style of Louis XIII’s time, was already visible 
through the trees. They would soon reach the gate, and M«5d6ric could 
hardly enter the court-yard without hearing ^he terrible ne\^s, for the 
wildest confusson must reign at the chateau, and the servants would, of 
course, be talking of nothing else, so George Roland decided, and with 
reason, that the time for casting aside all disguise had come. 

“ Tell me, M<5d4ric, what occurred while you were going from Cliatou 
to Vesinet?” he began, in a much graver tone. 

' .‘i Nothing — absolutely nothing. 'J'he journey, you know, takes only 

about four minutes,’ 
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arid while he was sowing his wild oats, he scarcely bestowed a thought 
on a school-girl, who was still wearing short dresses. But when he met 
her again, live years afterward, Marcelle had already become a charming 
young lady. All childishness had disappeared^ but it had not been replaced 
by the coquetry so common in young girls of that age. The two seemed 
to have been created for each other, and they appeared to become con- 
scious of the fact immediately. They resembled each other greatly in tem- 
perament, being impulsive, generous to a fault, and exceedingly kind- 
hearted, though extremely quick-tempered. If they had not adored, they 
would certainly have detested each other ; but they adored each other in 
the most complete acceptation of the word, and the enforced delay )vas 
beginning to make them both impatient. Marcelle saw that her mottier 
was strongly opposed to the marriage, but she knew that she had her 
father’s approval ; and after consulting with Med4ric, she, too, had 
decided that the matter should be settled on the very day the countess 
fell a victim to an assassin’s bullet. The poor girl little thought that at 
the very time she was praying beside her mother’s body, open accusations 
were being levelled against the man she loved, and that Med^ric, instead 
of joining her, as he had at first intended, was rushing back to Paris in a 
state" of mind closely verging on frenzy. 

He had fled in obedience to the advice of the major, who was the only 
person having mudh influence over him — fled without knowing where he 
was going or what he was going to do. He had rushed blindly on through 
the fc/^t, turning neither to the right nor to the left, haunted by George 
Roland’s terrible words : 

“If you cannot prove your innocence, blow your brains out this very 
night.’’ * 

If the revolver he lost in the train had still been in his possession, it is 
moi’e than likely that he would have put it to that use at the very first 
turn in the road, for he did not see how he could vindicate himself. We 
can defend ourselves against a clearly formulated accusation ; we can 
answer the questions of the investigating magistrate who interrogates us, 
and try to convince him of our ixinoeeiice ; but we cannot refute vague 
presum j>tions. - 

“ 1 was in the train when the shot was fired,” Mederic said to Jiim- 
sclf ; “ how shall I prove that I was not the ])er8on that fired it? How 
can I find the people who travelled in the same compartment with me ? 
And as several people know that Madame de iVluiro refused to consent 
to my marriage with her daughter, they wi^yrappose that 1 killed her 
to remove the only obstacle which se.’iarate^roe from Marcelle. They 
are saying this already The major ^avo me to understand that those 
old knaves suspected mo. They will spread the news everywhere, and 
liint that I am the only person who could have committed the crime. 

I shall be summoned before a magistrate, who will compel me to give an 
account of my every act ; and even if I should succeed in convincing 
him that I have a clear conscience, Monsieur de Muire will know that 
I have been accused, and that will be enough to make him close his doors 
against me. Marcelle, too, will know it, and she will never marry a man 
who has been accused of murdering her mother ; so 1 am lost, whatever 
happens, and I had better follow my old friend Roland’s advice.” 

The poor fellow had lost his wits completely, and instead of going to 
Chatou, he hastened towards Bpu^val, which place he reached alhfissiu 
as soOn as if he had traversed the distance in a carriage. On the bridg^ 
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he paused, seized with a frantic desire to retrace his steps, force his 
entrance into the chateau, and tlirow himself at Monsieur de Muire^s 
feet, entreating to be heard. But the next moment he muttered between 
his set teeth : 

“ No, no ; I should seem to be asking his forgiveness. There is 
nothing left for me but to die ; and I will die at my own home,*’ 

Seeing a passing tram*cai*, he jumped into it without noticing its 
route, but subsequently found that this ran through Courbevoie and 
Neuilly to the Arc de 1’rioniphe, He left the car at the Place I’Etoiie, 
however, and, withoift knowing why, began to walk down the main 
avenue of the Champs Elyst'es. It was one of the longest days of the 
year ; but night was approaching, and a long line of carriages was pro- 
ceeding tow'ard the Bois, laden with persons anxious to take advantage 
of the superb summer evening. This gay throng of equipages had no 
attractions for M^d(5ric ; but the appetite never fails to assert itself in one 
of his years, and he suddenly discovered that he was almost fainting with 
hunger and fatigue. The intense excitement which had sustained him 
during his mad night had subsided in a measure, and his limbs now refused 
to support him. To rest himself and appease his hunger he only had to choose 
between a dozen or more restaurants on either side of the Avenue. There 
was one that he had often patronised, especially in the summer-time, and 
this happened to be the first one he reached after leaving the car. It way 
located on the left side of the Avenue between the Circus and the Avenue 
Gabriel. The establishment was crowded that evening, and tho'"vv’tt iters 
were hurrying to and fro, scarcely knowing which way to turn, and 
listening to no one. All the tables* were filled ; but it was growing late,’ 
and {;omc of the guests were preparing to leave, so by waiting a little, 
Med eric was able to secure a seat in a comer, next to a table occupied by 
two other gentlemen, at whom he did not even glance, so profound was 
his pre-occupation. He ordered the first dish he happened to sec on the 
bill of fare, and a bottle of iced champagne. This was certainly a rather 
festive beverage, and had Mcderic been in his normal condition he would 
have reproached himself for drinking it on the evening of Madame de 
Muire’s tragical death ; but he was cdmi^letely unnerved- and overcome, 
and knew by experience that this wine would prove a powerful stimuUnt. 

Besides, there w’as no one present who would be likely to criticise, he 
thought, and congratulated himself upon the comparative isolation 
he was able to secure among this crowd of strangers. Moreover, 
he had no intention of jjj|p inaming long in this public place ; on 
the contrary, he hitendw^ to regain his apartments in the ITace 
I’igalle as soon after dinner as possible. He, had little expectati'an 
of finding there the healthful slumbers of which he stood so 
greatly in need ; but remembering the old proverb, he began, in<leed, 
to liope that the night would brings counsel, and that he should discover 
some means of speedily establishingliis innocence. Gradually his thoughts 
assumed a less gloomy character, and his situation seemed less' des- 
perate in its aspect. He said to himself that though he had enemies, he 
also had warm friends who would defend him : George Kolaiid, tlie stern 
but just major ; H6l6ne Lanoue, the devoted governess ; and last, but 
by no means least. Mademoiselle de Muire herself, who, after her first 
gxysm of grief had subsided, would certainly take his part in a very 
rgetic fashion if any one should venture to attack him in her presence, 
■des, there was nothing to prove that the authorities wouhl see a ?rinT^ 
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iir what might have been only an accident, nor impute the crime to him 
merely because he had been in the train at the time, and Madame de 
Muye had been unwilling to grant him her daughter’s hand in maniago. 
The revolver he had lost during his trip from Paris to (yhatou would bo 
no conclusive proof against him, even if it should be taken to a coiumisary 
of police or an investigating magistrate ; on the contrary, the finding of 
it would be a positive advantage to him, as it would establish the iact 
that neither of the six cartridges with wliich it was loaded had bccin 
fired. 

Somewhat consoled by these reflections, Mederic was finishing lus 
dinner, with his hat drawn down over his eyes, when his attention was 
attracted by the conversation of two gentlemen seated on the balcony 
just outside the window by wliieli his table stood. They liad evidently 
stepped out upon this balcony, which overlooked a small garden, to smok(‘ 
their cigars and continue a conversation which had been begun at table. 
There was notliing surprising about this, and would liave paid iiu 

attention to the incident, much less would he have listened to a conversa- 
tion betw een strangers, had he not recognised one of the two voices as 
that.of the Viscount de Liscoat. The tw’o gentlemen wore talking loudly, 
and were so close to Medt^rij,; that not a word escaped him ; for, feeling sure 
that the tragedy at Chatou was the subject under discussion, he listened , 
with all his earts being too deeply interested in knowing what tliey 
thought of the affair to reveal himself, as he would not have failed to do 
underjither circumstances. 

“ No one will ever convince mo tliat it was not the young man in (jues- 
tion W'ho committed the crime,” said the Viscount dc Liscoat. 

** I differ from you,” replied his companion, who was no other than the 
Marquis de Branguo. “I do not believe that the fellow possesses siilli' 
cient spirit, nor suflieient skill in the use of fire-arms to have killed poor 
Louise in that way. It would re(|ui|^*e even more skill than the feat oi 
shooting partridges w hile one’s horse was going at a full gallop, as they 
say ({oneral Margueritte— the one who was killed at Sedan-used to do in 
Africa,” 

“If it w’as not young Mestras •who fired the shot, it must have been 
some one else ; and tlic person wdio did it can truly boast of being as 
tiexterous as the hero you just mew^^ioned. That is, unless the bullet which 
struck Madame de Muiro w’as intended for you.” 

“ For me ! Really that supposition is abs\ircl. No one has any interest 
in sending ino fco the other world, and I hay^ never in jured any one.” 

“ Hum ! you have-given several husbandi^pftat cause of ofl'ence in your 
Ufe-tiine ; besides, you have a nephew*^, vho would not be sorry to step into 
your shoes.” 

“ Husbands <lo not avenge their w rongs thus late in the day ; and as to 
my nephew’, I disinherited 1dm by wdll long ago. lie must suspect as 
much, for he is now sojourning in some unknown country. I haven’t seen 
him for tw’enty years.” 

This beginning was not unpromising, and Mederic, who had not lost 
a w^ord of it, listened wdth redoubled attention. 

“By the way, speaking of injured husbands,” continued De Liscoat, 
“you probably are aw^are that poor Jacques de Muire has been one of the 
most notable examples of Ids time.” 

“ I have heard so ; I have eveiv heard several names mentioned 
f:;r my owm part, have seen nothing," 
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Then you liaveirt very sharp eyes. Jacques had an intimate friend 
whom you knew very well, and who held an exalted place in madame's 
good graces. Jacques, too, could not bear him out of his sight.’’ 

“ At what date did this happy trinity exist? I have no recolle'ction 
of it. ” 

“ Oh, a long time ago. It was formed only three or four years aftci 
our friend’s marriage.” 

“ And how did it end ? ” 

“ Witlx the death of the lover. You can imagine how Jacfpic? 
mourned his loss. Ilis death occurred fourtccu years ago, and 1 don't 
believe that he is yet consoled for the cruel loss he sustained. His 
wne recovered from her grief more quickly, for she had an admirable 
con.soler in the person of Dubrac, who was a captain in the Guards before 
the war.” 

“I do recollect now that Dubrac w’as always at M uire’s Louse. But 
who Wras the other man? 1 assure you 1 can’t imagine.” 

“ Think again. Muire introduced him to the club, and you must have 
seen him there, though he was not a regular visitor.” 

“ An army oliiocr, w'asn't he? ” 

“You are burning, as the children say.” , 

• “ A handsome man, and rather xlistinguished -looking, though, per- 

hajxs, his bearing was a little too mnch like that of a duum- major.” 

“Yes, and he was killed at Gravelottc on the sixteenth of August, 
1870.” 

Mcd<^ric started violently; his father, too, had fallen upon that famous 
battle-field, hewing down the rru.ssian dragoons at the head of his 
regiment. 

“ I have it ! ” exclaimed Monsieur de Brangue. “ You mean Colonel 
cle Mestra.s, do you not ? ” 

“ You liave hit it at last,” replied the viscount. 

“ But this Mestras was the father of the young man iu question ! ” 

“ Y"es, and before he left for the war lie commended his son to the care 
of our friend Jac^pies, and so effectual did the recommendation prove that 
the M Hire’s looked after tlie child a& carefully as if he had been their 
own.” 

“ That is true ; but why the deuce did Madame de iVJuire take such a 
dislike to him of late ? ” 

“ 1 don’t know, nor am I particularly anxious to ; no more anxious, 
indeed, than I am to become involved iu this shooting affair. 1 love my 
ease above everything, as you know ; and if you will be guided by me 
you will allow Jacques and his i^riend, Major Roland, to manage the 
matter as they think best. The news of tlie e^ent has not yet reaclfed 
Paris, as no one at Chatou knew anything about it wlien we purchased 
our tickets at the station, and I certainly feel no desire to spread the 
news.” 

“ It will become known soon enough without the aid of any one. But 
I shall do as you suggest ; keep quiet at any rate until I have had another 
interview with that formidable major who promised to see us again veiy 
soon, you recollect ? ” 

Was he also an admirer of the poor countess ? ” 

“ No, indeed. 8he could not bear him. He is a very unsociable fellow ; 

Iways wondered how Ja<;ques could take any pleasure in the 
lan who is as stiff as a crowbar and about as uncomproniisii^. 
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NQvertlieless, Jacques insists upon inviting him to the house, on, al4 
occasions, and it seems to be no fault of his that the man hasn’t 'become a 
memlier of the family. The governess is the only member of the house- 
hold” in whom 1 feel any particular interest, however. She’s a beauty, and 
if she should -ever feel a desire to own a pretty little establishment in the 
Avenue de Villiers, and a handsome victoria to take her to the Bois, I know 
some one who would be delighted to offer them to her. ” 

“ You are not tlic only one, for I haven’t seen a handsomer creature for 
many a day. But it w’ould be a waste of breath. She is too conscientious 
for such a life to have any charms for her. She will live and die a 
governess. ” * 

“ Don’t be so sure. Mademoiselle de Muire will marry sooner orlajer, 
and the liandsoinc lJ(H6iie will then lose her situation.” 

“ She will find another ; that is, unless she marries some worthy clerk. 
But it seems to me that it is getting rather too cool here. Suppose we 
step into the Circus to finish our cigars.” 

‘*1 have no objections. The arrangement suits mo, and after the per- 
formance is over I’ll go to the club. It isn’t ten o’clock yet, and T am 
anxious to have my revenge upon that rascal, Golymiiie, who won three 
thoih^and francs from me yesterday.” 

“ And I can have my usifal game of whist. Decidedly everything is for 
the best in this be^jt of worlds. Wc should have spent a frightfully dull 
0 veiling at the Oaks.” 

With this cynical remark Monsieur de Brangue left the balustrade 
againsMvhich he had been leaning, and his worthy companion did the same. 
It was time, for Mi^deric would not have been able to restrain his indignation 
much longer. He had found considerable <lifficulty in doing so already, 
and his patience was now exhausted. These men excited both contempt 
and loathing, for though he himself had led that gay Parisian life which 
vitiates and depraves, he had not sunk to the level of such degrading 
selfishness and scepticism as this, and ♦the climax was reached when tliis 
licentious sexagenarian congratulated himself on the death of Madame de 
Muire because her death spared him a few hours of etmuL 

Rising from the table M^deric settle d his entered one of the car- 
riages that were standing in frontier the restaurant, and ordered the driver 
to take him to the Place Pigallo. A great surprise awaited him there. It 
was not late ; and this square, which n:- the centre of the artists’ (piarter — 
of the New Athens, as it is called — is crow'ded nearly all night, especially 
in the summer, wlioii the air is mild, and its inhabitants can sit and chat’ 
comfortably upon the benches and even upon the curb that surrounds the 
basin of the fountain. Con-sequently ilederic was not at all surprised to 
soo two men talking upon the pavement in front of the house in which he 
lived, and paid no attention to them. On alighting from the carriage he 
paused to pay the coachman, and this took some time, as he had no small 
coin about him, and the driver, faithful to the habits of his class, drew out^ 
the change, piece by piece, from the depths of a leather bag. When this 
operation was concluded, 'Mederic turned to ring the door bell, and as he 
did so noticed that the talkers had vanished, but a man, who was probably 
one of the pair, was standing a few yards off on the comer of the Rue 
Duperr6. Before Med^ric could place his hand on the bell-knob, he started 
toward him. Wondering what this stranger could want with him, 
M^d^ric went half-way to meet him, and they came face to face direcK^ 
a street lamp only a few* steps from the young man’s 
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MAderic litid at tirst supposed the individual to be some artist of his 
acquaintahce, but on approaching the gentleman he perceived that lie 
was mistaken. The stranger was a remarkably good-looking man, 
however, very handsomely dressed, and still young, though he had a 
rather haggard face. It was evident that he belonged to the upper 
classes, but that he had spent much of his life in bad company. He 
bowed to Mcdcrie with perfect ease of manner, and said politely: “Is it 
to Monsieur do Mestras that I have the honour of speaking 

“Yes, sir,” replied Medfric, greatly astonished. “But you must 
excuse me for not recorjecting when and where I met you before.” 

“I do not wonder ‘tl'.at you have forgotten. We spent only one 
evening together, and that was in Rome, two years ago, at the house of a 
stuSent of the Academy of Hesign.” 

know one, it is true, and I used to go and see him frequently 
during the winter of '81^, which 1 spent in Italy.” 

“ But you do not remember my face., and you have forgotten my name. 
/I'hat is only natural, for 1 am not sure that I was even introduced to you. 

I will now introduce myself, however. 1 am Count Serge Golymine.” 

Mt^ddtic made a gesture, wdiich said as plainly as any words : “ Pardon 
me, ]jut that name is wholly unknown to me.” 

It seemed to him, however, that this not the first time he had 
lieard it, but he could not recollect where or under what circumstances* 
No lie contented himself with replying : * 

“ Very well, sir. You liavc taken tlio trouble to come to my rooms at 
an hour when one usually receives only one’s intimate friends, an^Kfrom 
this fact I conclude that you must have some communication of an im- 
portant nature to make to me.” 

“ Both important and delicate, sir.” 

“ { am ready to liear it, though the place is not very well chosen for a 
conversation which, I conclude, must be of a private nature.” 

“ (Strictly private, sir ; and it is«no fault of mine that it is not held 
elsewliere than on the pavement. I reached here about nine o’clock, but 
your door-keeper told me that you were not at home, and that you often 
did not return until very It was of the utmost iinportaiico that 

1 should sec you this evening, so I decided to wait for you, and my 
decision was a wise one, as here you are.” 

“Will you go up to my rooms?” inquired M<$ddric, who, having 
^regained confidence, now felt sure that he was dealing with a gentleman. 

^ The visitor hesitated a moment, but finally replied ; 

That is iKjt necessary. I hope you will do me the honour to receive 
me on some future day ; but we are^ now comparative strangers, and this 
time I feel justified in trespassing u^on your attention only for a moment^ 
The evening is superb, and there is nothing to prevent us from walking 
about while we talk. If we continue to stand here on the pavement 
people will mistake us for conspirators.” 

M<f)denc began to feel a little surprised dt these precautions, but being 
anxious to bring the interview to a close as soo» as possible, said rather 
curtly : 

“ As you please, sir.” 
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Mederig allowed himself to be led toward the double row of trees extend- 
ing down the middle of the Boulevard de Clichy. This dimly-lighted 
promenade is a favourite resort of lovers, but lovers are not in the habit of 
troubling themselves much about other passers-by, and no one paid any 
apparent attention to the two gentlemen as they walked slowly down the 
path side by side. After they had walked about thirty yards in silence, 
Mdderic, becoming impatient, halted abruptly, azrd turning to lus com- 
panion, said : 

“And now, sir, what do you want with mo ? 

“ I wish to offer you my assistance.’* 

“ Will you be kind enough to explain what you mean by that ? ” 

“ I will. You were invited to dine at the Count de Muire’s villa this 
evening, I believe ? ** 

“ Yes, sir. What of it? ” 

“ And you took the half-past five train from the Saint-Lazare terminus, 
but instead of stopping at Chatou went on to Vesinet.’’ 

“Was it merely to tell, me this that you brought me here asked 
Mihlt^^ric, angrily. 

“ This, and something more. Madame de Muire was killed by a pistol 
sliot fired from the train. ” 

‘SJXow do you know ? ” 

“ I M’as in the same train, I saw the lad 3 ’^ fall, and 1 saw you leave the 
train a few moments afterwards, I recognised you instantly, for I liave a 
remarkably gootl memory for faces. I knew that- you were expected at 
Monsieur de Muire’s house, for one of my friends who was also to dine 
tliere told me so, just before he left Paris on the four twenty-five train. I 
was invited to dine with a party at Sajnt-Gorniain, but on arriving there I 
excused myself to my host, whom I found waiting for me at the station, 
and immediately returned to Chatou, for I was anxious to know the state 
of affairs at the Oaks.” 

“Why should that have interested you so deeply? You are not 
acquainted with the Muire family so far as I know.” 

“ It was in you that I mainly felt an interest, and I intended to apply 
to you to learn whether or not Madame de Muire had been dangerously 
wounded. At the station I inquired the way to the villa, and hastened 
there on foot. On my arrival 1 asked for you, and learned that nothing 
liad been seen of you. At the same tpne I learned that the countess was 
(lead, and that the authorities were to be apprised of this strange event. 
'I 'lie footman who told me this gave me your address, and I returned ; 
Paris immediately, for I was anxious to see you without delay,” 

“Why were you in such liaste to see me ? ” inquired M<5<ieric, una' 
to understand the cause of this solicitude. 

“ Ah ! that is the very point,” replied the stranger, with an air of rt 
or protended embanassment, “ and I trust you will not take offence 
what I have to say to you. Since I first came to Paris, several inont 
agd, I liave often heard you spoken of at the club to which I belo^ 
Several of the members are acquaintances of yours — the MarquL"„ 
Braugue and the Viscount de Liscoat among them. They have often 
you at the house of Monsieur de Muire, and it was one of these gcT'" 
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de Liscoat — who told me that he was going to dine with 
you at the Oaks to-day. Having previously met you in Rome, and having 
been very favourably impressed by you, I took advantage of the oppor- 
tunities thus afforded to make some inquiries in regard to you, and was 
much pleased to learn that you were about to make a vei y brilliant mateli 

by wedding Mademoiselle de Mu ire ” 

“You are really too kind,” interrupted M^d^ric, ironically, ‘‘but I 
should like to know w;hat right Monsieur de Liscoat had to circulate this 
report about me.” 

“ Oh, lie had no evil intentions, I assure you, quite the contrary. He 
even expressed a fear that Madame de Miiire might refuse to graut you her 
djyighter’s hand, but you can dispense with her consent now that she is 
dead.” 

M(kleric started violently and looked straiglit in the eyes of his new 
acquaintance, who continued tranquilly : 

After the tragedy, which I witnessed from a distance,' the idea 
suddenly occurred to me that this lady’s untimely death might cause you 
no little annoyance.” 

“ I fail to understand you. Explain more clearly, if you please.” 

“ That is the very thing which puzzles me. I am afraid of offending 
you, and, on the other hand, 1 should blame -myself very much if I kept 
anything back. So I shall venture to run the risk, and beg that you will 
listen to me without losing your temper. 1 am your Sincere well-wisher, 
and any misunderstanding between us iniglit be very disastrous in ils 
consequences. ” 

“No further preface is necessary. The facts, if you please.*’ 

“The facts are these: A crime has been committed — the authorities 
Jiave been apprised of' it, and it is of such a very peculiar nature that it 
w’il! not only cause a great sensation, but the investigation will be con- 
ducted with the greatest care. They will move heaven and earth to dif^- 
cover the assassin, and they will perhaps look for him in the wrong place. . 
There is an old and generally receiv^ed axiom : Is fecit cui prodest^ tiuit is 
to say : ‘ The crime is always committed by a ]^erson who will profit by it.’ 
When a wealthy man is murdered, suspicion immediately falls upon his 
heir. This is not the case in the present instance, liowever, as Madame 
de Muire’s fortune goes to her daughter; still tlie lady’s deatli has been a 
decided advantage to one person.” 

“ To wdiom, if you please ? ” 

“Advantage is not exactly the word, perhaps; still this unexpected 

and untimely death has removed a very serious ohstaclo from ” 

“ My path, 1 presume you meaii ’ ” 

“Precisely.” 

“ Then why can you not muster up courage to say openly that you 
suspect me of the crime ? ” 

“ I do not, but others will not fail to do so.” 

“Then I will find an effectual w^ay of silencing them, and I defy them 
to produce the shadow of proof against me. ” 

“ Are you very sure that you left nothing of a compromising nature be- 
hind you on tlie Saint-iTermaiu railway ? ” 

“ I havT no intention of concealing tlie fact that I took the half -past 
€ train. ” 

“ But I presume you are not particularly anxious for people to know 
3t you had a revolver in your pocket w hen you left Paris ? ” 
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Jhis blunt retort, for which Medt*ric was utterly unprepaiY53..^.c», . 
pletely disconcerted him. How could this man have heard of tne loss of 
the revolver ? Major Roland was the only person who knew the story, 
and it certainly was not the major who had related it to the self-styled Count 
Oolymine. It suddcuily occurred to Med<5ric that this strange person 
must be a detective who had been sent to make him commit himself Defore 
he was formally examined by a magistrate, and he resolved to wast<^ no 
ceremony upon him. 

“ Who doesn’t carry a revolver in his pocket now-a-days ? ” he retorted, 
shrugging his shoulders. “ Besides, I expected to* dine in the country, 
and the suburbs of Paris are more unsafe than the city itself. ” 

“ I admit all that,” replied the stranger, coldly ; “but even when. pro- 
vided with fire-arms one is not in the habit of amusing one’s self by firing 
in the air, so if the authorities should discover that one of the cartridges 
of your ))istol has been fired, and that there are fresh traces of powder in 
the barrel ’* 

“ I fired at no one.” 

“ That is something you would have to prove ; and if you had this 
pistol about you, it would probably be best for you to take it immediately 
to the commissary of police of this district.” 

'rhon, as M(5d(iric evinced no intention of replying, Golymine added, 
coldly : “ But it is pot in your possession ? ” 

. “ How do you know ? ” 

“ Because I have it,” 

“ IMfl you find it?” exclaimed M^dmc, thoughtlessly. 

“ Yes, and it is fortunate for you that it did not fall into other hands, 
for it w ould hav^ b een in a magist rate’s p oss ession before this time.” 

“ Where did you find it ? ” - --- . 

“In a compartment I got into at Saint-Germa u. I was the solo 
occupant of it, and the weapon had fallen under : seat. I stepped on 
it, and so very naturally picked it up.’* 

“ How did you discover that it belonged to me ? ” 

“ You forget that your name is engraved upon it. Judge of iny 
surprise on seeing it ! You can no longer wonder at my anxiety to see you. 
The discovery of this revolver funUshes abundant grounds for a formal 
charge against you, for 1 examined it, and found that a sliot had just been 
i^fired from it.” 

“ But not by me. I must have dropped it, and so left it in the carriage 
wdien I got out of the train at Chatou ; and some other person must ha\ e 
f o\|nd it and used it. ” 

“ I should advise you not to offer tha-t explanation if you are questioned 
by a magistrate. I, for my own part, can only wonder at your carelessness. 
To leave a pistol that had your name upon it in the car was certainly the 
height of imprudence.”^ 

“ And proof positivoy seems to me, that I was not the person who 
fired the fatal shot. Had I done so, the very first thing I should have 
done afterwards would ha .e been to conceal the weapon.” 

“ Yes ; but I can very readily understand why you should not have ft- ; . 
inclined to replace it in your pocket, for you were liable to be arrested 
leaving tlie train. But as for getting rid of it, you would probably he-v * 
found that no easy matter. Had you thrown it out of the window, 'V M 
line inspector would have’ been sure to have found it. Had there bi v^JJ 
any river where the train passed over a bridge, you could have dispSff 
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but the railway docs not cross the Seine between Chatou a^id 

3§iSec.' '• 

“ But of course it is all right, sir, since you have found it; that is, 
unless you intend to denounce me and give up this weapon to the public 
prosecutor.” 

“ For wlmt do you take me ? I never informed against any one in my 
life, and 1 certainly shall not begin wdth you, for whom 1 have felt a strong 
liking ever since W'C first met at the house of a mutual friend in a foreign 
land. Had I entertained any such unfriendly idea, I should have made 
no elTort to find you, but should have gone straight to the authorities.” 

“ Then you will give the revolver back to me, I presume.” 

“ No, but I have it, and you have nothing to fear. It is in good 
luiifds.” 

“ I don’t donl)t it ; but what do you intend to do w'ith it ? ” 

“ I should like to keep it as a souvenir of j^ou.” 

“ And you have no intention of ever returning it to me ? ” 

“ That is saying too much. I shall keep it — for awhile.” 

“ I undot'stand. You intend to blackmail me.” 

“ Really, sir, you use very harsh language, and when you come to 
know mo better, 1 am sure that you wdll regret having suspected me of 
such infamous intentions. The fact is, I have 'a favour to ask of you ” 

“ And ill exchange for this service, if 1 should coiiseiij to render it, yon 
will return my revolver? ” •. 

“That is about it. Permit me to explain, however, and in tlie first 
place please to recollect that this weapon is much safer in iny hands* tlmu 
ill yours. No one will think of coming to my rooms to k ok for it, while 
your apartments are liable to bo searched at any moment; and if the' 
weapon should be found in your possession you would be seriously coinpro- 
niisci^ Do not fancy that you could devise a safe way of getting rid of 
it. You w^ould not darfj to iiitru.st it to the keeping of any one ; and as 
to throwing it into tlr street, or into the river — that would be still more 
dangerous. Nothing is lost in Pai’is. Some fine morning the KSeiuc would 
lie <1 ragged, and the pistol found.” 

“ What of that? I should not deny that it belongs to me.” 

“ Such a confession might cost you dfear. For your own sake, I should 
strongly advise you to lea,ve this very dangerous article in my ])ossessi<)n.” 

“ I cannot take it from you by force, but if you should decide to show 
it, I shall not hesitate to tell the truth about it. So you had better do as 
you like without counting upon any assistance from me. ” 

“ I only ask you to remain neutral. The matter is as follows : — Thp 
\"iscount de Liscoat was to introduor^ mo to Monsieur de Muire, whom 1 
e not the honour of knowing, bftt who may, pc^*haps, be of gt eat ser* 
to me in an important business enterprise I think of lUKlcrtaking. All 
iirrangcments had been made, and the presentation^ would have taken 
e in a few days if this misfortune had not occurred. When we were 
ing about it, Monsieur de Liscoat and I, he happened to speak of you. 
itantly recollected our meeting in Rome, and t hoped, by reason of our 
er acquaintance, that you would not be unfriendly when we met again 
/le Oaks. The catastrophe which I witnessed has necessitated the 
, onement of the introduction, but it has only been deferred, I trust, 
v^are likely to meet, sooner or later, at the count’s house.” 
r*ardon me, sir,” interrupted Meddric, suddenly struck by a serious 
fpancy in this singular person’s staibements; “ you tell me that^ou_ 
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fU) not know Mouwieur do Mnire, and yet yon said just now th^ 

Madame de Muire fall a vii'tim to an assassin's bullet.” 

‘*I know Monsieur de Muire only by sight, but my acqu.^iiitance with 
the 'countess is one of much longer standing. Some time ago she was in 
the habit of going to the springs of Aix, in Savoy, every year. She went 
there without her husband, and I was one of her favourite partners in the 
dances at the Casino. ” 

M chloric started violently. The conversation he had overheard in the 
restaurant recurred to his mind, and he wondered if this Count Golyminc 
had also been one of the lady’s admirers. 

“ Whether our future relations are to be friendly or unfriendly depends 
entirely upon you,” continued the stranger ; “but for your own sake, as 
well as mine, I earnestly hope that they may be truly amicable. 1 inusl 
add that you would make a great mistake if you impute to me motives ] 
do not possess, for I shall not only carefully refrain from doing anythinjs 
to injure you in the estimation of any member of Monsieur de Muire’? 
household, but if 1 should ever see an opportunity to say a word in favoui 
of your marriage, I shall certainly avail myself of it.” 

“ I do not need your assistance,” retorted M^deric, drily, “and if this 

proposal of yours is to be regarded in the light of a bargain ” 

“ By no moans. You ai'e at perfect liberty to make use of me or not, 
as yon please. J[ shall retain possession of the revolver only because 
4:he authorities will not think of looking for it in my house, and 1 
will restore it to you as soon as all danger of a search for it has passed. 
If you should become alarmed, or if yon should need my testimony to 
prove your innocence, I will not even shrink from falsehood to assist you. 
i can say, for instance, that I travelled in the same compartment with 
you, and that you did not fire your pistol during the journey. My very 
best cflbrts arc at your disposal, and I seek nothing from you in return 
except that you w’ill not try to injure me m the count’s estimation.” 

Mt^dcric was really too much bevild^5^d to rcj^ly ; so (Jolymine con- 
tinued : , 

“ Take notice, 1 beg, that you are not called on to vouch for me in any 
way whatever. I am to be introduced by Monsieur de Liscoat; besides, 
I am a member of the same club to which Monsieur dc Muire belongs — a 
club w’hich admits to membership only persons of the highest respecta- 
bility. I am very well knowm there, and every one is aware of the fact 
that I am one of the prominent members of a firm of W’calthy capitalists 
whose princii^al office is in Vienna. I am not the only nobleman who is 
engaged in business, and I tlilnk that even Monsieur de Muire will hot 
consider that he is degrading liimsclf 'by associating himself with us in our 
enterprises, as I am arxious to persiuTde him to do. Noav I have said all 
I have to say, sir. I was anxious to inform you that I have your revolver, 
and that, consequently, you need have no fears its falling into you/ 
enemies’ hands. I have done this, and you know the only favour I seel 
in return. There is nothing for me to do now but take leave of you. 
which I will proceed to do by saying aw revolr.^^ 

Golymine bow'ed politely, and walked away before M^deric conhl decide 
w’hat to say in reply. He saw^ the stranger disappear dow-n a side-patii 
and it seemed to^ him that a man who was sitting upon a bench rose to* 
join him. That mattered very little to him, however. He knew 
about the projects of thic |j;iend of the Viscount de Liacoat, and he^ - 
not try to blind himself to^the fact that the overtures to which 
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pjft listened concealed a covert threat. After all, he had promised 
noUiing; a' ^ as the conversation had had no witness, he could keep it a 
secret ana by it. Rnt he was no longer capable of reasoning calmly. 

So many exciting incidents closely' following such a frightful catastrophe 
had bewildered Kim, and he felt like a man who, having lost his way, 
finds himself siirronnded by precipices on every side, and dares not 
advance a single stf'p. Besides, he was overcome with fatigue, and he 
could do nothing until after he had seen Major Roland. So he went up 
to his rooms, threw himself on the bed, and, as not unfrequently happens 
after great crises, fell into a leaden slumber that lasted until the next 
day. ^ 

it was the strong hand of the major that awakened him. George 
Roland was a frequent visitor to the rooms of his old colonel’s son, and 
when he presented himself there every door flow open. The door-keeper 
and Mcdt'ric’s sciwant had both received orders to always allow him to 
enter unannounced, so the major made his way straight into the chamber, 
and up to tlie bed upon which MtSddric was soundly sleeping. This 
profound slumber seemed a good omen to ^lonsieur Roland. A person 
who has a crime upon his conscience does not usually sleep so soundl3^ 
Tliey are troubled, generally, by bad dreams. The major laid his hand 
heavily upon the shoulder of the sleeper, and shook him, calling him by 
name. It is in a similar manner that the superintendent of the Roqiiette 
Prison arouses a man on the morning of his execution. The circumstances 
were not identical, but the major was anxious to see what M^deric would 
do and say in the first moment of surprise. Mt^ddric opened his eyes,* closed 
them again, and then turned over, and his old friend was obliged to repeat 
the operation three times before he succeeded in thoroughly arousing the 
sleeper. At last the young man raised himself up on one elbow, and, 
gazing around him wdtli an air of astonishment, exclaimed : 

“ What ! is it you ? What time is it? ” 

Upon my word ! one would stippose you were not expecting me !’* 
exclaimed the major. “ You have a very short memory, fcitill, lam happy 
to find that you did not blow your brains out last night.” 

M(*ddric suddenly recollected all that had occurred. 

“ I have made a mistake in not doing it, perhaps,” he exclaimed. ** But 
toll me, I beseech you, what occurred at the Oaks after my departure ? ” 

“ Nothing that you have not guessed already, probably. Two doctors 
who had been summoned from 8aint-Germain arrived. The one from 
Chatou was there already. Tliey could only certify the death. The bullet 
penetrated the breast below the left collar-bone, and severed the aorta. 
Madame de Muire was killed almo^j instantly.” 

“ I know that ; but ” * * 

“But you would like to know what the authorities are doing? I am 
not able to say. Chatou is in the department of the Seine and Oise, so the 
officials at Versailles w^ere the proper persons to be consulted. The 
I’rocureur of the Republic did not arrive until after midnight He ordered 
a post-mortem examination, and it will be marlte to-day. They wish to 
extract the bullet, whicl , judging from the size of the wound, must be a 
pistol-ball.” 

“^The magistrate probably questioned ” 

^ “ Everybody, including Marcelle, who was hardly able to reply, how^ 
The poor child had a frightful attack of hysterics, and is so ill that 
holSifathor wdli be obliged to bring lu r back io Paris this morning wil^b hot 

B 
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governess. Of course, she could tell the magistrate nothing of ‘ any , 
poitance, and the servants were equally ignorant, as they were not pres- 
when Madame de Muire was shot. The count has lost his wits complete 
and suspects no one. In fact, he seems to feel sure it was an accident. 

That is very fortunate,*’ replied MM<Jric. “ But you, too, must h: 
been examined, major ? ’* 

“ For an hour or more. I w'as asked what I thought of this stra? 
affair, and I endeavoured to prove that the catastrophe was the result 
an accident —that some careless traveller must have involuntary pulled 
trigger while playing with his revolver. But the magistrate who qi; 
tioned me did not seem to share this opinion.** * 

“The magistrate must have learned that guests were expected 
yesterday ? ** 

“Probably, and he may learn their names, but yours was not mentioned 
in his presence.” 

“ What, did Marcelle evince no astonishment at my absence ? She must 
have been surprised not to see me at such a time.** 

Marcelle was so overcome with grief that she scarcely spoke to me. 
Besides, as you can very readily understand, I was much less anxious to 
know what the poor girl thought, than the action the authorities were 
likely to take in the matter. The case was put in the hands of an investi- 
gating magistrate this morning, and an investigation must have been begun 
before this time. This investigation will probably bear more upon the 
attendi^nt facts than upon their cause, and it is very diiiicult to determine 
where it will end. All the railroad employes who wore on duty yesterday 
will be summoned to give their tes^'T^ony — tlie guard among them. It will 
be very strange if he did not hear the shot.** 

“Me may be able to tell which carriage it was fired from, and the 
stationmaster at Chatou can testify that I entered a compartment occupied 
~ by several other persons. He knows me by sight.** 

“ Still, he may not have noticed ybii, and I would advise you not to 
have recourse to liis testimony. It would be very foolish to anticipate a 
possible charge against you, tor very few persons are aware of the fact 
that Madame de Muire was oppose^ to your intended marriage.” 

“ The Viscount de Liscoat and his friend, Monsieur de Brangue, know 
it,’* murmured M<Sd^ric, sadly. 

“ They are not particularly friendly to you, but they probably will not 
dare to denounce you openly. The greatest danger to be feared is that 
some one may find the revolver and discover that it belongs to you.** 

“ Especially as my name is engraved upon it.*’ 

“ You did not tell me that.” 

“Because I thought' you knew it. It was engraved upon itbyy 
order, you remember ? ” 

“I recollect the fact now, and a most unfortunate idea on my pa> i 
You are in much greater danger than 1 supposed. But, after all, thi-? 
has been no trouble thus far, and there is not likely to be,” added t 
major, encouragingly. 

“ Unless ” 

M<§deric did not finish the sentence. He had been on the point of tell 
ing the whole story of his interview with Count Golymine, but he fciiirei 
that the major would blame him for having tacitly accepted the coir 
promise offered by this person, whose real character was unknowa to hitr • 
BO he^SrUsed a moment, and then asked, earnestly : 
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“ So you 110 longer su«jpect me of the crime ? ” 

‘ ‘ No , replied George tloland. ‘ ‘ I have reflected a great deal during the 
night, and am now convinced that you are guilty only of thoughtlessiiess 
and folly. The son of Colonel Mestras cannot be a cowardly assassin. If 
I suspected you yesterday, it was your own fault. Your story, of a 
journey in another compartment seemed so strange to me ; besides, the 
insinuations of those old simpletons were not without their effect.” 

What if I should toll you I had seen them since ? ” 

*‘When? Where?” . 

‘'Last evening, before returning home, I stopped at a restaurant on the 
Champa Elysces to get some dinner.” 

“ You gould thiuk*of dinner at such a time ? ” 

^ “ Yes. I was nearly famished. The gentlemen in question were there, 
and L*happened to seat myself in a place where they could not see me, but 
whero 1 was able to overhear every word of their conversation. If you 
otily knew what they said ! ” 

* ‘ Did they say they w'ere going to denounce you as the assassin ? ” 

“ No, though they believ^e, or pretend to believe, that I am guilty ; but 
they set too much store upon their ease and their peace of mind to desire 
to become involved in a criminal case.” 

“ Then what could they have said to mov^e you so deeply ? ” 

“ I can repeat what they said to no one but you. You served under 
niy father. You know that he was a man of honour.” 

“ In the fullest sense of the w^ord, and if these scoulidrels dare to assert 
the contrary I will cut their cars off. ” 

“ If you had heard them, major, you would have stayed and heard 
them through to the end, as I did. They seem to have an entirely different 
conception of honour from wdiat we i. . /c, and the crime they imputed to 
my father seemed to be scarcely worthy of censure to them. They only 
laughed about it, and seemed to consider it an excellent joke.” 

“ Explain yourself, if you please. I am becoming impatient.” 

“ They declared that my father w’as Madame de Muire’s lover.” 

“ It is an abominable lie ! ” exclaimed the major. “ Your father was 
killed in 1870 ; I served in his regiment for a long time before the war, and 
I never saw anything that furnished the slightest grounds for such a sup- 
position. Your father was on very ihtimate terms with the Muires, it is 
true, but ” 

“ They spoke of the connection as if it had been common talk at the 
time. According to their story, Monsieur de Muire was the only person 
who did not know of it. They even added that my father had a successor 
in Madame de Muire’s good graces in the person of a Monsieur Dubrac, 
an officer in the guards. ” • 

“ Dubrac 1 I knew him. It Is true that he jvas a frequent visitor at 
the house of the Muires for several years ; but that is no reason why 
})eople should believe that he was ever the lady’s lover. As for your 
father I can swear that he never betrayed the confidence his most intimate 
friend reposed in him, and wxre it not for the scandal it would create, I 
W'ould publicly give the lie to these calumnies^ sustaining my word by my 
sword if necessary. I hope, however, to find some pretext for treating 
them as they deserve to be treated, by-and’by. Just at present, however, 
you and I have otjier w'ork on hand, so forget their foolish talk, and do 
me the favo,ur to get up and dress. You must breakfast with me, and 
after bireakfast accompany me to the Oaks. I advised you not to enter 
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the hoiiae last evening ; but it will occasion remark if yon aro.not *s6ett 
there to-day.” 

Who knows how I shall be received? ” murmured Mcdcric. 

“Like a son by the poor count, like a betrothed lover by Marcelle 
and like a friend by H^l^ne Lanoue, who is a noble girl, and who has 
always embraced every opportunity to speak a good word in your behalf. 
These slanders will soon die out, and in six months you will be Mademoi- 
selle de Muire’s husband.” 

“ Then you have no fears that this investigation which has just been 
opened ” 

“ Will implicate you ? I think not, but if it should, there will be four 
ready to defend you. And to strengthen your posilion I shalk persuade 
Jacques to have you act with him as one of the chief mourners at Madan.e 
do Muire*s funeral. It will be as well for every one to know tliak you 
were to have been her son-in-law.” 

“Heaven grant that you are right!” sighed Mddoric, less sanguine 
than the major, who was, however, ignorant of the existence of a certain 
Count Golymine. 


V. 

Four days have elapsed. The magistrates summoned to investigate the 
mui'dor committed at Chatou have concluded the preliminary investiga- 
tion, and the body of the Countess de Muire has been taken back to Paris, 
and is about to be interred with fitting pomp and solemnity. The front 
of the church of Saint- Augustin is hung with black, and above the heavy 
folds that drape the portico is the coat of arms of the Muire family, 
surmounted by a coronet. The nave, which is also heavily draped with 
black, is filled to overflowing, and more than thirty carriages are standing 
in line in front of the church. At the foot of the altar stands the bier, 
surrounded by tapers, and almost concealed by flowers. 'J'hc solemn 
notes of the organ peal through the church, the touching chants of the 
burial service resound tli rough tlie aisles, and more than one poor wretcli 
is thinking that with the cost of this handsome funeral he and his, who 
are perishing of hunger, might be made comfortable for life. Upon tlie 
church steps is a crowd of fashionable people who arrived too late to gain 
an entrance into the edifice, and of reporters sent there to take tlie names 
of the prominent persons present. All Paris is talking of the Countess do 
Muire’s tragical deatlj ; and every one is looking forward with intense 
interest to a trial, though there have been no new developments, and no 
one has yet been arrested. 

Marcelle is not present. She had insisted upon coming, but lier father 
objected, though he expressed a desire ‘that Medc^ric de Mestras should 
accompany him to the church and to the cemetery. So Medc^ric occupies a 
seat on the count’s left. Behind them sits Major Ivolaud, with two or 
three personal friends of the count, who being the last of his race, has no 
relatives except on his wife’s side. These are only distant cousins of 
Madame de Muire, nee Pkntier, and as they reside in the country they 
have not thought it necessary to attend the funeral. The rest of the 
assemblage is composed of people belongihg to the circles in vrhich the 
countess moved, and as the deceased was very widely known and exceed- 
ingly popular, there is a large but very elegant crowd, made up of men in 
well-cut o<Mte, black cravats and black gloves, and ladies attired in. 
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itliourniug oL the very latest style. Every one is talking in whis}iers, bu; 
no one is weeping, at least no one except a young lady who is l^neeliiig 
near the coffin. This is H<5lene Lanoue, the goveniess, whose beauty 
had been so highly extolled by the Viscount de Liscoat. She would 
greatly have preferred remaining with her pupil, but Marcelle had in*sisted 
upon her attending the funeral, for she herself was anxious to know all 
that occurred there, and she had little hope of seeing Med^ric or even hei’ 
father again that day, for her parent’s grief was so profound that he 
shunned the society of every one. . The major watched Htdene closely, 
secretly resolving to 'join her when they left the church, advise her not to 
follow the body to the cemetery, and escort her back to the house. This 
would afford him an opportunity of seeing Mademoiselle de Muire, with 
\fhoin he liad been able to exchange only a few words since the catastrophe 
which had made her an orphan, and enable him to talk with her about the 
future. He already knew that neither she nor her father had suspected 
Mederic of the crime for an instant, and that they had no idea of breaking 
off the marriage, though it would necessarily be postponed on account of 
Madame de Muire’s death, but he was anxious that a day should be 
appointed for it, and that in the meantime Mtkl/iric should be admitted 
to the house on the same footing as in former times. 

The doors of the church had been left open, and on the portico 
Monsieur dc Brangue stood talking with his inseparable friend, Monsieur 
de Liscoat, both gentlemen being equally averse to Entering the edifice 
which M’as already crowded to suffocation. 

A fine house,” remarked the marquis, as if speaking of a first night 
at the theatre., 

*‘Yes,” replied the viscount, “crowds of people have beon turned 
sway. Still we must show ourselves.” 

“Oh, we have plenty of time. The friends and acquaintances have 
not begun to offer their expressions of condolence yet, and that will take 
at least twenty minutes. We shcdl be among the last, that is all. It will- 
be enough if Jacques sees us.” 

“ lie will see many other acquaintances. All the members of the club 
are here, even Golymine, who doesn’t know Muire, or who scarcely 
knows him.” 

“ Who is Golymine ? Oh, yes, that Pole who was recently admitted to 
the club, and who plays piquet every evening from five o’clock to seven. 
Who is the man at any-rate ? ’* 

“A nobleman, and a great capitalist who is at the head of several , 
gigantic enterprises. I don’t know why I haven’t introduced him to 
you.” • 

“What would be the use. My property ii^ all in real estate, and I 
have no idea of selling any of it in order to engage in speculation.” 

“Oh, he is not hunting for investors, though I think he has his eye on 
our friend Jacques, for he asked me to introduce him to the count the 
other day. I understand now why he came to the funeral. It is a mark 
of deference which he wishes. to show to his fiUiire partner hi business.” 

“ Your Pole is certainly reckonigg without his host. Muire married 
under a settlement, and all the property belonged to his wife. The 
daughter will inherit it unless tlie countess made a will in her husband’s 
favour, which is not at all likely. ” 

“ Golymine is going into the church now. Suppose we do the same,” 
said De Liscoat, elbowing his way through the crowd. “ Follow ijjc.” 
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The Count de Muire and M^d^ric de Mestras, preceded by the under- 
taker, were advancing, to take their places near the main door-wdyj there 
^0 receive expressions of sympathy and respect from personal friends, as 
they passed out. The major might have stationed himself beside them, 
but he was anxious by his voluntary absence to call attention to the fact 
that if M^dcric stood beside Monsieur de Muire it was because he would 
soon become a member of the Muire family by a marriage with Marcelle. 
So, instead of following them, George Koland stepped forward, offered 
his hand to Mademoiselle Lanouc, and led her gently towards one of the 
side aisles. She was too much overcome with emotion to speak, but she 
lifted her large, tearful eyes to his, and she thanked him with an eloquent 

f iance. Of course, she and the major were not expected to salute 

lonsieur de Muire formally, so instead of walking down the main aisje 
they passed down one of the side aisles, but finally found themselves 
wedged in the crowd opposite the count, and only a short distance from 
him. Monsieur dc Muire was very pale, but he mastered his emotion and 
acc|uitted himself very creditably of the trying task of returning bows and 
responding to formal expressions of condolence when one’s heart is break- 
ing. A true nobleman of the old school, he even suited his acknowledg- 
ments to the rank of each person who saluted him, but he was suffering 
terribly, and it was evident that he longed for the ordeal to be over. 
Miid^ric acquitted himself less creditably, and the major fancied that several 
persons pretended not to sec him as they passed. From this he very naturally 
concluded that the viscount and his friend must have been circulating 
evil reports about his protege, and the natural animosity he felt towards 
them increased accordingly. Very soon he saw the pair approach the 
count, closely followed by a gentleman who seemed to be in company 
with them, for only a moment before De Liscoat had turned to beckon to 
him. The viscount and the marquis honoured Mc^d^ric with <mly the 
semblance of a bow as they passed, but the stranger offered his hand, and 
George Koland was not a little siiprised to see that Mederic ignored it. 
‘He was even more surprised to hear Mademoiselle Lanouc inquire in a 
low tone who that gentleman was, but he did not know what to say in 
reply, for M^di^ric had said nothing about Count Golymine’s nocturnal 
visit. What was there about this man that had attracted the attention 
of Marcelle’s governess at such a time as this ? The major looked at him 
attentively, but did not recollect to have ever seen him before. lie was a 
rather fine-looking man, at least forty years of ago, and the owner of an 
energetic face, illumined by a pair of dark-blue eyes of extraordinary 
brilliancy, and adorned by a long silky moustache of a bright chestnut 
hue. This gentleman evidently knew the Count de Muire, too, for the 
latter returned his bow with marked deference. 

Come, mademoiselle;'^’ said the major, who was in a great hurry to 
leave the church and get his companion back to the house. “ I cannot 
answer yc»ur question, but M^deric can probably tell you what you wish 
to know.” 

Mademoiselle Lanoue had ceased weeping, but she seemed greatly 
agitated, and paused in the’ portico and looked back, as if she were trying 
to catch another glimpse of some one in the crowd. The major led his 
companion to the brougham which had brought her to the church, and 
which was in waiting on the Boulevard Malesherbes, and after he had 
entered it with her he inquired in what way the gentleman she had pointed 
out could have interested her. 
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I thought I recognised him,’* she replied, “but I presume I was mis- 
taken.” 

“ So far as I know, he is a stranger,” replied George, “ but he is pro- 
bably a member of the club to which the count belongs. I will make 
inquiries, however, and let you know.” 

“ One sees extraordinary resemblances sometimes.” 

“ To whom does this gentleman bear such a striking resemblance ?” 

The girl hesitated, but finally replied with evident embarrassment : 

“ A person I have not seen since my infancy, and whom I supposed to 
bo dead. ” 

The major abstained from questioning her any further, even wliilo he 
mentally resolved to solve this mystery, though it interested liim much 
less than the Chatou murd^^r. 

“ Will you permit me to go in a moment ” he asked, as the brougham 
drew up before the door ^<tne house. 

“ Marcelle will be very glad to see you,” replied Mademoiselle Lanoue ; 
“and it will do her good to talk with a true friend like you, sir. Her 
father is not in a condition to reason with her, and she has only had an 
opportunity of exchanging a few words with Monsieur do Mestras sinc(‘ 
this misfortune befell her.” 

“ Very fortunately for her she has had you with her,” remarked George, 
as he assisted the young lady out of the carriage. 

“I have tried my best to console her, but in vain. She worshipped her 
mother ; and Madame do Miiire’s tragical death has unnerved Jier com- 
pletely. The doctors and magistrates vvlio questioned her have shown her 
!io mercy. She will not believe that the catastrophe was the result of a 
crime, and they seemed to take a cruel pleasure in proving that the 
counte8.s was foully murdere<|. They even asked her if she suspected any 
one. She has not yet recovered from the state of intense excitement into 
w iiich she was thrown by these examinations, and the sight of her despair 
almost breaks my heart.” * 

“Time is the only cure for sorrow like hers. But you, mademoiselle, 
what do you think of this terrible affair?” 

“ I cannot yet bring myself to believe it, although I witnessed it. I 
saw Madame de Muii-© fall unconscious into the arms of the Marquis de 
Brangue, and I know.l^e bullet that struck her must have come from one 
of the carriages of tho^passing train, but for all that, it seems to me that 1 
must be dreaming.” ' 

“ M<^rt*dic was in the train, but he did not even hear the report of the 
pistol,” 

“ What ! Monsieur de Mestras*/' ” 

“Didn’t you know that he went on to V^sinet instead of stopping at 
Chatou ? ” 

“ No ; he has not mentioned the fact to me. Still, I have scarcely seen 
him since the catastrophe. I am surprised that he did not mention the 
circumstance to Marcelle, however.” 

“ He was probably afraid of alarming her. ISTo one has thought of sus- 
pecting him, thank Heaven ; but it is not impossible that this absurd idea 
may occur to the minds of the magistrates. Madame de Muire has not 
been very favourably dispo.sed toward him for some time i>ast, and that 
is quite enough to give rise to the most absurd suspicious under circum- 
stances like these.” ^ 

“They would certainly be cruelly unjust. Madame de Muire really 
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liked him very much. I do not know why she objected to his marriage 
with Marcelle ; but she would have yielded eventually, 1 am sure, and 
Monsieur de Mestras knew that she would do so sooner or later,” 

“JVhat if I should tell you that there are persons who are already 
trying to prove that Medt'ric was the only person really interested in the 
lady’s death ? ’’ 

** vSuch persons must either be fools or sconndrelK. 1 dare them to 
accuse Monsieur de Mestras openly.” 

“I hope that they wdll not dare to. Besides, Jat^ques de Muire has just 
given public proof that his intentions are unchanged,' and that M^ddric is 
to be his son-indaw. Still, I shall not be really tranquil in mind until the 
real culprit has been discovered. Will you permit me to add that I jyn 
depending upon you to assist me in accomplishing this?” 

“ Upon me ! How^ can I possibly assist you ? ” 

“Yes, mademoiselle, upon you,” replied the major, gently. “If my 
memory serves me, it is seven years since you entered the Muire family, 
and little that has happened in the household can have escaped your 
observant eyes. A day will perhaps come when a providential chance may 
recall to your memory some now forgotten fact which may put us on the 
right track. But I am detaining you, and Marcelle needs you. Tell lior 
that I am here, and ask her if she will see me. ” 

Major Roland and the governess had held this conversation in a small 
room on the second'floor, a room in which Marcelle loved to sit because th(' 
windows opened upon a garden full of flowers and verdure. This favourite 
nook belonged to the suite of rooms set aside for the young girl’s use, and 
upon the same floor with the apartments of the countess. M. de Muire 
occupied the story above ; and the first floor of the spacious mansion was 
opened only for the large winter receptions. That day the house seemed 
deserted. The servants, all attired in deep mourning, had gone to attend 
the funeral, and there remained in the house only a footman to answer the 
door, and a maid w’-ho had been in attendance upon Mademoiselle de Muire 
from her infancy, and who never left her. Marcelle received H^l^ne 
Lanoiie with open arms, though she seemed inclined to reproach her for not 
having gone on to the cemetery, but when she learned that M^d^ric’s best 
friend was in the house she hastened to the room in which Hei^jne had loft 
liim, and held up her forehead to Major George, who imprinted a paternal 
kiss n)x>n it. 

“ How kind of you to have come ! ” she exclaimed. “ I have cried and 
cried until I can cry no longer.” 

Major Roland took both her hands in his, and seating himself beside 
her began to gently remind her of the \luty of resignation to God’s will, 
though he had no intention of confining his conversation with M^dt^ric’s 
betrothed to well-meant attempts at consolation. 

“ He promised to bring my poor father back to me after the sacl cere- 
mony,” was her only reply to the exhortations of her old friend. ' 

“He” w’as evidently MM^ric de Mestras, and this showed plainly enough 
that her betrothed was evea* in the young girl’s thoughts. 

“ Yes,” replied George Roland, “ and I assure you that it is no fault of 
his that you have not seen him often during the past three days. He has 
talked only of you and of the terrible bereavement which has overtaken us 
all. We both loved your mother, and the thought of her dying such a 
death is truly horrible. ” 

“3'heu you, too, think that she \^as murdered?” 
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The major made a gesture that signified, “I cannot deny the evidencf 
of my .own eyes.” Then he said, in a less assured tone : “ The pistol may 
have j^en fired by accident.” 

“Oh, yes, say that it was an accident, or that the bullet that struck 
her W'as not intended for her. Tell me that there could not be found in 
the wdiole world a person wicked and cruel enough to injure her — one who 
was all kindness to every one, and who had not an enemy on earth. ” , 

Heltjne and the major exchanged glances. The former knew now that 
several persons suspected M^d(5ric of the crime, and ardently desired that 
Marcelle should never know that any one had so wronged her betrothed. 
The major did not doubt HeU^ne’s discretion, but his eyes said to her, 
“^Vhat would liappen if our dear Marcelle should ever learn that the man 
she loves with all her soul is accused of the murder of her mother ?” 

“Do not excite yourself, my dear child, 1 beg,” he replied, after a 
short silence. “What good would it do to ferret out the cause of this 
terrible calamity ’ We are all bom to suffer. Resign yourself to your 
lot, and think of the future. Your father is still left to you, and you will 
soon marry the son of my noble friend, Colonel de Mestras. Why did he 
fall at Cravelotte ? He would have so rejoiced at this marriage ! But 
you probably do not remember him, you were so young when he died.” 

“ I was five years old, and T can see him still in his handsome uniform 
as plainly as on the day he left for that disastrous campaign. It W'as a 
superb summer evening, like that one on which my^ mother perished 
fourteen years afterward. 1 was with her at the Oaksl^and we were to 
join my father the next day at Dieppe, where we were to* spend the rest 
of the season. The colonel 'was to start for the seat of war that very 
night. He came to bid us good-bye, and we met him at the station and 
brought him to the chateau in our carriage. He spent tw'o hours at th^ 
Oaks. Just before his departure he took me up in his arms. He was so 
I'll! that 1 w^as afraid of falling, and clutched his coat-collar with all my 
might. He gave me such a long aifd close embrace that I cried. He, too, 
wept like a child, and that made me cry still harder. Ah ! he was very 
fond of me ! I remember, too, the day on which we received news of his 
death as if it were but yesterday, ^'i^ere was a children’s ball at the 
( 'asiiio, and my mother had taken me there. I was dancing W'hen my 
father entered the room. His face was distorted with grief, and he had a 
]japer in liis hand. He gave it to my mother, who fainted almost as soon 
as she glanced at it. 1 am paining you ; but I take a sad pleasure in 
] ocalling all this. We did not know you then. You were in the army.” 

“ Yes, in the vei y regiment that Mestras commanded. 1 saw him 
fall.” 

“ Medthic was at school at the time; and •my father immediately 
started for Paris and brought the poor boy back with him. After this he 
spent all his vacations with us. 1 was only a little tomboy, and lie paid 
no attention to me. No one W’ould ever have supposed then that we 
should fall in love with each other some day, and that a fresh bereavement 
would overtake us just as we were about to be finited for ever.” 

“Your father told me that your mother had seemed to be very much 
opposed to the marriage of late. ” ^ 

“I feel sure that she would have changed her mind. She had the 
deepest affection for Mtkltjric, and had always treated him as if he had 
been her own son, but of late wheij I said anything to her about our 
marriage, she always replied, ‘ There is no hurry. You don’t kno^ your 
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ow.n minds yet.* I thought this was only because she wished to keep mil*" 
with her as long as possible. But she would not have turned a deaf ear 
to my entreaties when Medcric made a formal request for my hand, as he 
was -about to do, it having all been arranged by my father. Joy and 
happiness were about to enter the household, but instead came death, and 
in the sleepless hours I have spent since the catastrophe I have more than 
once asked myself which of us God wished to punish.” 

“ Do you know whether or not your father intends to remain in Paris ? ” 
inquired the major, rather irrelevantly. 

“He has said something about our travelling ’ for awhile,’* replied 
Marcelle ; “ but I don’t think he has fully decided upon any plan for the 
future yet, and I hope that he will consent to do as 1 wish.” 

“ What do you desire ? ” 

“ I would like to return to the Oaks, spend the summer there, and not 
return to Paris until after my marriage.** 

“ Then you think that your father will consent to your marrying before 
the period of mourning expires ? ” 

“ 1 hope so. It he refuses, I shall beg him to allow me to enter a 
convent. I will not go on living as I am living now. Nor is Meddric any 
more willing to remain in such a false position. We shall be married in 
three months or we shall never be married at all.” 

George was surprised to hear this very clearly -expressed resolve on the 
part of the young girl, but looking at her lie saw an indomitable deter- 
mination shining in her eyes. 

“ I have suffered too much,” continued Marcelle. “ Our marriage was 
decided upon more than a year ago ; and I felt sure I should be aole to 
persuade my mother to give her consent eventually. She is no longer 
alive, and I shall not have the happiness of seeing her near me at the 
altar ; but she will bless us from on high, I am sure, and my father will 
not be so cm cl as to delay our happiness. I am going to ask liim this 
veiy day to fix the time.” 

“ What, to-day ? ” 

“ Why not ? I am anxious for Mederio to be present when I mak(5 my 
request ; and he has promised to bring my fatlier back to me after the 
funeral. You spoke of the period ot mourning. Do you think that I shall 
ever cease to mourn, and that my mother’s frightful death will not he 
ever before my eyes ? There will be two of us to mourn her loss, for 
Mederic loved her dearly, and be never could be made to attach any im- 
portance to the ill-will she seemed to feel toward him of late.’* 

. “ It troubled him sometimes, though,” remarked the major. 

“ Then he was very foolish, as my ftither told him. You, my friend, 
know perfectly well that I would not act in direct opposition to my 
mother's wishes in marrying Mederic, but both my father and myself feel 
quite sure that she would eventually have given her free consent, and to 
prove that you agree with mo iii this, promise me that you will accom- 
pany us to Italy, where we propose to spend the winter.” 

“ I should like to,” replied George Roland, more and more surprised. 

“ I should certainly enjoy the trip immensely, but ” 

“ Meid^ric will persuade you ; and we will all start together on the day 
of my marriage — you, my father ” 

“ And Mademoiselle Hel^jiie also, I presume ?” added the major, who 
had just noticed a shade of sadness steal over the lovely face of the 
governess. 
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I have begged her to do so, but she refuses. I shall persevere, how- 
ever, until she yields.'" 

“You know that it would be impossible, my dear Marcelle,”. said 
Mademoiselle Lanoiic, gently. “Your education is finished, and you 
have no further need of iny services. While you remained single 1 could 
stay with you, your mother desired it, but when you marry ’’ 

“You will still be iny friend, and you shall never leave me.” 

“That is saying rather too much,’^ remarked Major George, smiling, 
“ Mademoiselle Lanoue will marry, too, undoubtedly.” 

Helene blushed, but replied quietly, though decidedly : 

« “No, sir. 1 shall never marry.” 

“ Oh, yes, you will,” exclaimed Marcello. We will find you a good 
husband, Mccb'^ic and I. One who is as good and kind as our dear 
major here.’' 

“ And much younger,” added George Koland. “ I am too old to enter 
the lists, and 1 am sorry for it.” 

As he said these words he east a furtive glance at the governess, and 
noticed that her face suddenly assumed a stern expression which furnished 
him with abundant food for reflection. Had the compliment displeased 
Mademoiselle Lanoue, or did her apparent coldness conceal an entirely 
dilfcreut sentiment ? Ho was strongly inclined to fintj^out, but the sound 
of carriage wheels interrupted a conversation whi(di liad already lasted 
more than an hour. 

“It is my father!” exclaimed Marcello, running to the window, 
“Mt^deric is with him. He has kept his promise. They will both be 
very glad to find you here.’V 

George liad not expected them so soon, but he suddenly recollected 
that tlie interment was to take place at Montmartre, where tlic Muiro 
iamily owned a family vault, and that the drive from the church to the 
cemetery, and from tho cemetcr^ to the upper part of tho Boulevard 
Malesherbea, was not a long one. A moment afterwards the count entered, 
leaning upon Mederio’s arm, and his <laughtcr ran to him, and threw her 
arms around his neck. For several n^jinutes they wept together in silence. 
Mederic shook hands with the major, but Mademoiselle Lanoue held her- 
self a little aloof. In fact, she was about to leave the room when tlie 
count, hastily drying his eyes, requested her to remain. He was very pale, 
and seemed greatly fatigued, but his face wore a determined expression 
which was not habitual to him, and the major felt satisfied that his old 
friend liad just arrived at some iinjportaut decision. He even guessed,, by 
Mi^deric’s manner, that this de<ii8ion must be in conformity with the 
wishes of the lovers. He was not mistaken, f'^)r, seating himself in an 
arm-chair. Monsieur de Muire motioned the others to gather around him. 

“My dear George,” he began, “I have just had with Mddi*ric, who 
lias so kindly assisted me in this trying ordeal, a conversation, the result 
of which I should like to submit to you. You are my tried and trusted 
friend, you hav^e been such since my child’s infancy, and I wish to consult 
you in a matter which involves the happiness of these young people, as 
well as the peace of my old age. ” 

The major made a gesture, which said as plainly as any words : “ Speak, 
and rely ujxm my devotion ; ” but the introduction frightened him a little, 
and the thought that he would bepbliged to giv'e his advice made him 
ffeel ill at ease. 

MareoUe’s marriage to Mederic would have delighted him beyond ex- 
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predsion a week before ; now he could not entirely overcome a vague un- 
easiness. 

“ My own life is blighted, as you well know,” coiitiuned the count. 
“ My niarried life, thanks to the dear wife who is no more, was one of un- 
clouded happiness. (Jlod has taken lior from me. It was not right. I 
should have been the first to go, but J have no right to follow her. I am 
the guardian of others, since I have a daughter ainl a son,” added the count, 
glancing’ at Mt'^deric. “ I hope that they will nev'^er leave me, and 1 want 
them to be happy. They already love each other, so there only remains 
for me to unite them.” 

The major bowed without replying, and the count, a little surprised at 
this silence, resumed with some hesitation : “ My mind is fully made up, 
and I think the sooner it is done the better. It makes very little differ- 
eiice to me what people say about this marriage, which will, of course, 
appear very hasty. 1 intend to lead a very retired life, sever my connec- 
tion with the club, and perhaps even retire to the countiy — ” 

“With us?” exclaimed Marcello. 

“ My children will be at liberty to follow me or to remain in Paris, and 
your approval will suffice, iny dear (feorge. But I want tfiat, and yon 
can understand why I ask it. The only really serious difherence of 
opinion that ever arose between Louise and myself was on this subject, as 
you know. She Was o})poseil to this maiTiage, and though 1 begged her 
again and again to give mo her reasons for this opposition, I could never 
obtain the slightest satisfaction. I now apply to you. To wlmt c.'iu.ko 
do you attribute her persistence in this inexplicable refusal ? ” 

“ I could never understand it,” murmured the major. 

“ Louise Bometinu s had strange fancies,” rermirked Monsieur de Muire, 
evidently satisfied with this evasive reply ; “ but her heart was sound, 
and she never refused to listen to the voice of reason. This would cer 
taiidy have been the case if she had lived, so I do not think that I am really 
acting in opposition to her wishes in giving Marcelle to M«*d('iio. Wc‘iv 
they not betrothed with her knowledge and consent ? And if there liad 
been any serious reasons for objecting to the marriage, woiiM she have 
allowed Medthic? to almost live at our house, as he has done ever since the 
death of the father we loved so much ? No, cci tainly not ; and I should 
do wrong to lay too much stress upon the transient opposition of a mother 
who certainly desired her daughter’s happiness above all else. Still, I 
think it only right to mention these scruples to you. It will be an easy 
matter for you to allay them. Tell me tliat you think tlieni unwortliy ilf 
seriouflf consideratioji, and the marriage ^shall take place in three months.” 

Never had Major Roland been plac id in a more trying position ; not 
even on the night following the battle of Sedan, when, as the only 
survivor of the senior officers of his regiment, he found himself obliged to 
choose between two routes to save his men and his standard from falling 
into the hands of the enemy. Ho decided wisely then, as he succ.eeded 
in getting his regiment back to Paris, where it did good service during 
the siege ; but great as lia^l been the <lifficultics and dangers of the suc- 
cessfully-managed retreat, George Roland liad been less perplexed than he 
w^as now Avhen he found himself obliged to give Monsieur de Muire a 
reply. He could not muster iij) courage to advise him to abandon this 
proposed marriage, which the major himself had so ardently desired a few 
days before ; but, on the other hand, he hesitated to assume the responsi- 
bility^ of approving it, not that ho really felt any douhts of Ab'd^ric’s 
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innocence, but because he feared that the viscount and the marquis were 
industriously circulating reports which would I'esult in a formal accusa- 
tion against the young man and create frightful scandal. In his perplexity 
the major said to himself that, after all, the marriage was not “to bo 
solernnisoil immediately, and that during tlje three months’ delay an 
noimced by Monsieur do IMuiro all these ditliciilties and doubts would 
undoubtedly be dispelled; so, forcing a smile t(» conceal the evasive 
nature of his response, he replied : 

“Minleric w'ould -never forgive me for opposing this marriage, but I 
advise him to submit uncomplainingly to the delay you impose upon him. 
It would not look well to hasten the marriage, especially wliile the 
jftithoritics are still engag(fd in cndcavouriiig to discover the perpetrator 
of a possible crime.” 

“They will never succeed,” said Monsieur de Muire, sadly; “and I 
am even inclined to think that they will soon abandon the search. The 
investigating magistrate told me yesterday that he was beginning to think 
that it might really have been tlie result of an accident.” 

“ I thought so, too, at first, hut on reflection I came to the conclusion 
that if the shot had been lirtMl by accident, the involuntary murderer 
would have denounced himself.” 

“The strangest thing about it all is that the guard of the train 
declares that he heard no shot fired.” • 

“Nor did I,” murmured Mcderic. *■ 

“ True, you were in the train,” remarked Monsieur de Muire. “ I 
heard so a couple of days ago, hut T had forgotten all about it and I am 
under the impression tliat the judge is not aware of the fact. Would it 
not he well for you to mention it to him ? Ho would probably examiiu^ 
you, and your testimony would serve to confirm that of the guard.” 

“It would not sot him on the culprit’s track,” interrupted Majoi- 
George ; “ so I advise M«?-deric to^w^ait until he is summoned before pre- 
senting himself. The authorities are naturally suspicious, and a voluntary 
admission of this character might be misunderstood. Why have they 
not issued a notice, inviting all persons who were in the ti’ain to come 
forward and testify ? They w'ould perhaps find some one able to throw 
some liglit upon the matter. I am not a magistrate, but I swear that if 1 
shouhl ever take it into my head to begin an investigation I should arrive 
at some result. Still what good would it do after all ? All the discoveries 
that could he made w’ould not repair the misfortune that has befallen you. 
Lot the magistrates continue their search. It u ill be time enough to think 
of this marriage after the investigation is concluded. Marcclle tells me 
tliat you are going to remain at tjie Oaks.” 

“ Ves, until the winter.” 

“ Very well, I invite myself to liecome your guest. I liave no idea of 
allowing you to remain by yourself in your present state of mind.” 

“Your room is ready for you,” rejoined Marcello, (piiekly. “It is 
next to Medt'iric’s.” 

“ Mt‘d6ric will come to see us every day, but it would bo better for him 
to retain possession of his rooms in the Tlace Tigallc until his departure 
for Italy,” remarked the major. 

“ I submit,” replied the young girl, “ on condition that my father will 
fix the day for our marriage. ” And, as Monsieur de Muire, who seemed 
to be greatly preoccupied, made i\p reply, she continued : “I propose 
the lotii of October, You say nothing, and M(!‘dcric seems aff^fiid to 
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^eak. Can*t you say a word in support of my suggestion^ my dea'' 

The governess raised the eyes w'hich she had kept persistently fixc<’ 
upon "the floor ever since the beginning of the conversation. 

think Monsieur Roland is always right, my dear !Marccllc,” she 
said gently. 

“ And I thank him most sincerely for consenting to become our guest at 
the Oaks,*’ added Monsieur cle Muire. “ His society and advice will be 
an inestimable boon to us. We will leave it to him to fix the day for your 
marriage, but I can now say to you, Marcelle, place y(/iu hand in the hand 
of M^ideric de Mestras, in the hand of an honourable youth whose father 
was my dearest friend, and to yon, Mederic, 1 can s'ly, from this time forth, 
you are my sou, and to you I entrust the happiness of my only daughter. 
Her mother, who is no more, sends down a blessing ui^on you from on 
high ! ” 

The two young people threw themselves with one accord into the count’s 
arms, while the less enthusiastic major glanced at Helene Lanoue, who 
seemed to be repressing some deep emotion ; and tliinking, from the 
expression of lier face, that she shared his fears, he stepped toward lier and 
silently pressed her hand. In the midst of this outburst of feeling the 
door opened suddenly and the count’s valet, an old family servant, who 
had accompanied Ilia jnastcr to the cemetery, cautiously entered. It 
instantly occurred to one and all present that something very unusual 
must have occurred to make him appeal* unsummoned, for he was a 
remarkably well-trained domestic. Mcm.sieur de Muire freed himself from 
his daughter’s embrace, and turning, glanced inquiringly at the intruder. 

“A person has called to see Mousiciu* It Comte with a message from 
the Procurour of the Republic at Versailles,’’ said the valet. 

“ What, to-day? ” exclaimed Monsieur de Muire, “ He must be aware 
that I have just followed my wife to th? grave.” 

“ He knows that, and begs that you will excuse the intrusion, but says 
he must speak to you, sir, upon a very important matter.” 

Monsieur de Muire glanced inquiringly at Major George, Mdio unhesi- 
tatingly replied : 

“ You must sec him.” 

“ Show the gentleman into my study, and ask him to wait for me,” 
said the count. 

“There must have been some new developments at Versailles,” re- 
marked the major. 

Perhaps they have discovered the •ulprit,” exclaimed Mt-dOric. “ I 
hope so, indeed.” 

“VVe shall soon know,” replied Monsieur de Muire. “Wait for me 
here all of you. The interview is not likely to be a long one, and I will 
return as soon as it is concluded.” 

The count went up to the floor above, where at the further end of his 
suite of apartments there was a room which was really a library, though 
he styled it his office. It was very rarely used for the transaction of busi- 
ness, however, for it was Madame de Muire who attended to all matters 
of this kind, as she understood them much better than her husband. 
The fortune of the family consisted principally of stocks and bonds ; and 
she managed it with remarkable financial ability, without any interference 
from Ijjic count, and even without coi^ulting him with respect to her iu: 
vestments. The burden of care and responsibility whicli his wife’s im- 
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timely death would cast upon him waS not the least of Monsieur de 
Muire’s trouhlos, and it was his intention to ask Major George’s assistance , 
in watching over the interests of Marcelle, her mother’s sole heiress. 
Monsieur de Muirc had felt almost certain that his visitor was a magis- 
trate, so he was not a little surprised upon entering the room to find him- 
self in the presence of a man who looked very like an army officer dressed 
in civilian attire, with closely cropped hair, heav 3 ^ moustache, and a frock- 
coat buttoned to the throat in true military style. 

“ To whom have I the honour of speaking ? ” he inquired of this per- 
son, whose vocation he was utterly unable to determine. “ I W'as told 
that you came from Versailles ” 

“ Yes, from Versailles,” replied the stranger, without seeming in the 
least disconcerted by the coolness of this reception, “and my intrusion 
here is in obedience to the orders of the superintendent of police.” 

“It was lie who sent you to me ? ” 

“Yes, sir, and 1 must add that in so doing that official was actuated 
by a wish to show^ you that he is fully cognisant of your unimpeachable 
integrity and high social xank.” 

“I do not understand you, but I certainly think that if it is your in- 
tention to subject me to another examination you might have chosen some 
other day. ” 

“ 1 know that the funeral of the countess took place this morning, but 
I am entrusted wdth a mission that cannot bo deferred, however painful it 
may be. T have in my possession a w'arrant ” 

“ For the arrest of the assa.-sin V . Wliat ! has he been discovered ?” 

“1 am entrusted wiili tli^‘ unpleasant duty of arresting a person 
against whom there are grave charges, and I have orders to arrest him as 
soon as possible without publicity or scandal. I could not have avoided 
cither if 1 had arrested him in the .street, and I knew that I should not 
liud him at home.” 

“ What are you driving at ? ” di uianded Monsieur de Muirc, sternly. 

“ 1 have to inform you that this suspected person is now in your house, 
and to request your assistance in executing the warrant that has been 
entrusted to me.” 

“ You say that this man is in myliouse ! ” exclaimed the count, think- 
ing he must have misunderstood the stranger. 

“ Yes, sir,” was the calm reply. 

“Some one lias evidently deceived you, or you deceive yourself. At 
the present time the only persons in the house, except the servants, are my 
daughter, my daughter’s governess. Major George lloland, a retired firmy 
officer, and Monsieur Mederic deJVIestras, who will soon be my son-in-law.” 

“ I know it.” • 

“ And you dare to accuse one of these gentlemen ? ” 

“ I accuse no one. As I had the honour to tell you, I am the bearer of 
a warrant, and my dqty is solely confined to conducting the, person into 
the presence of the Procureur of the Republic at Versailles, who will 
decide whether or not the warrant is to be converted into a committal to 
prison. This is a duty which is generally entrusted to a subordinate, but 
lie might have shown a lack of deference in the discharge of his duty, so 
the prefect of police sent me. I am the chief of the detective service.” 

The Count de Muire was amazed beyond expression when the stranger 
thus revealed his identity, and the dread official himself seemed rather 
embarras’i:^*!^ for he was not often obliged to act in such a capacit}^ 
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“ Why, sir, to whom can yon possibly refer?” exclaimed Marcclle’s 
father, vehemently. A man’s life and honour are at stake, and you keej 
me in suspense. I demand an explanation.” 

“ J^xcuse me, sir,” replied the ollicial, coldly. “ I thought you under 
stood that I came here for Moii.sicur de Mestras. I was at the cemetery, 
and saw him enter the carriage with you, so he is hoi’e, and 1 trust that he 
will, consent to follow me without any disturbance. It is now merely a 
question of a trip to Versailles, as it is quite possible that the young mai 
will be released as soon as he has been questioned ; consequently, it would 
be greatly to his advantage to })romptly respond to the summons of the 
magistrate whose representative I am.” 

Of what is he accused ? ” ^ 

“ Vou can scarcely be ignorant. A crime was committed under yom 
very eyes; the olfieers of the law were summoned to your country resi- 
dence, your servants have given their testimony, other witnesses liavc 
been heard ” 

“ But no one has thought for an instant of suspecting Monsieur de 
Mestras, whom I brought up, and whom I have always treated as if he 
had been my own son. And now, after a three days’ investigation, tliis 
absurd and disgraceful accusation is made against him. I jn-oteSt against 
it, and I shall advise him to take no notice of this warrant.” 

“ Then you will make a very great mistake, sir. I am provided with 
the means of ensuring its prompt execution, but I certainly hope that you 
will not compel me to resort to force. ” 

“ No. 'i'hat being the case, I shall accompany Monsieur dc Mestras to 
Versailles.” 

“ The instructions I have received positively forbid that. I have even 
transgressed them by lirst mentioning the matter to yon. I can do no 
more, and if 1 might venture to give yon a word of advice, I should say to 
you, sir, that it would be much better if ^you would refrain from being pre- 
sent at this unfortunate young man's examination.” 

This was said in an earnest tone, which made a deep impression upon 
Monsieui: de Muire. Evidently this official was a man of heart, and felt a 
sincere compassion foi’ the trying position of an lionouraljle man who, 
wliile lamenting the death of liis wife, suddenly found that his prospective 
aon-iii-lavv was accused of having mimlercd her. 

“ So you believe him guilty ? ” murmured the count, deeply agitated. 

“ 1 liave no opinion to express on the subject. 1 am not allowed to 
(‘ven have one, much less to express it. But there is nothing to hinder me 
from telling you that from the very beginning of the investigation there 
lias been circumstantial evidence which ajnounted almost to proof against 
Monsieur de Mestras.” 

What? ” inquired Monsieur de Muire, eagerly. 

I would like to be excused from replying.’’ 

“ And 1 entreat you to answer me.” 

“Remember, sir, that among these presumptions there are some of a 
purely personal character, a:nd that if I should venture to mention them 
you might, with justice, accuse me of meddling with family matters to 
which 1 should remain a stranger. The judge alone has this right.” 

“ I understand, sir. You allude, I pre.sume, to a diversity of opinion 
which existed between Madame de Muire and myself on the subject of my 
daughter's marriage. How this diveraity of opinion came to the know- 
ledge of the magistrates who are iuvestigating the case I do not know. ' 
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^his opposition would have been withdrawn eventually, I am siirb, and for 
any one to eonclude merely from the fact of its existence tliat Mederic de 
Mestras is the perpetrator of a terrible crime is absurd beyond measure. 
I am ready to explain all the facts of the case to the magistrate. He can- 
not refuse me a hearing, and he will be compelled to acknowledge the 
injustice of his suspicions. Is it likely he W’ill succeed in making ai]y one 
believe that a well-born young man, whose past is irreprofichable, would 
suddenly enter u])on a Qp<recr of crime by killing the mother of a young 
girl wJioni he loVed and whom he was sure to marry sooner or later ? And 
that merely to overcome an obstacle which it was in my power to remove 
by an exercise of paternal authority ? ” 

•‘I agree with you, sir, that the whole thing seems in the highest 
degree improbable ; and if there was no other evidence against the young 
man— 

“ Can it be tliat he is accused merely because he was in the train wlicii 
the shot was liivd ? ” 

“ I’iiat was cei tainly an unfortunate coincidence, but 

“ But at least fifty other persons were in the train with him, and I am 
surprised that the suspicions of the authorities should fall upon the only 
person whose iimoceiiee is evident — upon a friend wdiom I regard as my own 
(diild, and who was to dine with us at the Oaks that very day. Instead of 
accusing him so I'ashly, it would certainly l)e well for them to question the 
emplo^j’es of the railway company, many of whom know him by sight.” 

“ I’liat is exactly what should have been done in the first place, at least 
such is my humble opinion, though I can confide it only to you, sir. But 
sin<!C the murder a discovery has been made which throw’s an unexpected 
liglit upon the affair, and it was one of these employes who made the 
discovery.” 

“A discovery!” repeated Mon.sienr de Muire, both alarmed and 
astonished. , 

* Yes. A revolver which liad been recently fired was found in a com- 
partment of a first-class carriage on the Saint-(iiei’main railw\ay. This 
revfdver was placed in tlie hands of tlie Saint-Cieimain statinnmaster 
yesterday, and that official iTumediately carried it to tlie Proeunmr of the 
Kcpu))lic at ^"ersaillca. The employe asserted that lie had just found it 
under one of the cusliions, though it seems strange tJiat it could have 
remained there so long without being seen, the carriages being generally 
examined on the arrival of the trains: one must conclude, therefon*, either 
tliat this inspection was omitted, or that the w’eapon was concealecl under 
tile cushion three or four days after the erime. Up to the present time 
tlie enqdoye has given only a rathei* confused explanation of the finding of 
the rcNolver, though he cannot be suspected ol comiivaiu'c with ih^ 
murderer wlio wx)ufd, of cour.se, realize the necessity of concealing the 
W'eapon lie u.sed.” 

“("ertainly, but I fail to .se<; wherein tliis diM-overy compiomisej 
Monsieur de Mestras.” 

“ 'IMie revolver belongs to liim. JHs name is e.ngraved upon it.” 

Monsieur dc Muire turned pale on hearing this startling aimouncement, 
but quickly recovered himself. 

“ 1 have an indistinct recollection of liaving seen sueli a w'eapon in 
MtW.ric’s hands,” he said, quietly. “I even recollec^t tliat it was given 
him by Major Roland, a mutual friemb But what docs that prove ^ It 
may have been stolen from him, or he may have lost it.” 
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“ That is exactly what we shall give him an opportunity of proving, bUt 
until he succeeds in doing so the authorities must believe the contrary. 1 
know, too, that there is other evidence against him. This I am not at 
liberty to divulge at present, however.” 

“ You can at least question Monsieur de Mestras in my presence. He 
is here, and I will ” 

“ Summon him? I was about to re((uest you to do so. But I cannot 
question him before you. I have positive orders to take him to Versailles 
without allowing him to communicate with any person whatever, and even 
without telling liim why he is wanted. I have assumed the responsibility 
of informing you, however, in order to spare you a painful scene, and I 
trust that you will not cause me to regret the step, for I know that yovjarc 
an honourable man. 1 was anxious, too, for you to view the situation as 
it really is, because illusions are always useless and often dangerous. Now 
1 must ask you to send for this young man ; and I will tell him who I am 
and the object of my mission, which is simply to conduct him immediately 
to Versailles — nothing mo»e. He will probably suppose that he is sum- 
moned there as a witness, and I trust that you will do me the favour not 
to undeceive him. If he should succeed in proving his innocence, as I 
sincerely hope he will, there will be nothing to prevent him from bringing 
you the good news himself this et^ening.” 

Monsieur de Muire, without uttering a word, rang the bell, ordered his 
valet to go for Monsieur de Mestras, and then waited without giving any 
sign of the inward torture he was enduring. 

A moment afterward M^deric entered, with head erect. The visitor 
did not give him time to speak. 

I am the chief of the detective service, sir,” he said Very politely. 

The young man changed countenance, and the count instantly perceived 
the fact. 

“I have called to ro(|uest you to accompany me to Versailles, where 
the Procureur of the Kepiiblic desires an interview wdth you,” continued 
the official. 

“ What does he want W'ith me ? ” stammered M6d(Sric. 

‘^Yoii will soon learn. I have a carriage at the door, and 1 beg that 
you wdll follow’ me.” 

The colonel’s son turned pa!o, and bctw’cen his set teeth, he muttered ; 
“ I understand. Some scoundrel has denounced me because he found ’ 

“ Wretched boy ! ” exclaimed Monsieur de Muire. 

“Come, sir,” whispered the ofheer. “Take my advice ; and avoid a 
scene here in this liouse.” 

Mederic glanced at the count, and. read both anger and suspicion in liia 
eyes. 

“All, w’ell ! so be it ! ” he cried. “ Let us go. It is time, indeed, for 
me to put an emlto this most atrocious slander.” 

Marcelle’s fatlier allowed him to depart without even ofFering him a 
friendly hand. 

“Of all whom I loved 1 have only my daughter left 1 ” he murmured, 
burying liis face in his hands. 
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Parisians have very short mcTnories. Even a thrilling event like the 
tragical death of Madame de Muire occupies the circles in which the 
victim moved only for a few days ; in a week their attention is engrossed 
by other topics and before a fortnight has elapsed they have entirely 
ceased talking about it. Mere acquaintances have forgotten it entirely. 
Only relatives and intimate friends remember it. Tliey suffer deeply, and 
tinm, instead of assuaging their grief, increases it. when to their regret is 
added a poignant anxiety in regard to the fate of one who is near and 
dear to them. The Count de Muire, his daughter, and Major George, 
who had all taken refuge at the Oaks, had spent a fortnight of misery 
which had been fully shared by Helene Lanoue, who certainly had a right 
to be regarded as one of the fandly. Poor Medth’ic, who hail been taken 
to Versailles by the chief of the detective service, had not returned, and 
what was worse, they had heard nothing as to what had passed between 
him and the examining magistrate. He was not only a prisoner,' but he 
was kept in solitary conlinement, and since these uimshally severe 
measures had been adopted, Ids case appeared to be one of those wddeh 
are almost certain to end in conviction. Monsieur dc Muire had made no 
effort to secure any alleviation of the hardships imposed upon the poor 
youth who had once been Marcelle’s betrothed. The count was one of tJie 
most inconsistent of men, and one of the most impulsive. After siding 
with Mi'itl^ric against the countess, after loving him like a son, he had 
abruptly banished 1dm from his heart on hearing the terrible accusation 
made agaiiisLldm by the prefect of police. He did not even stop to ask 
if he was guilty. The fact that the young man was in custody was quite 
enough to make the count resolve nftver to see him again. MiUli'nic no 
longer existed, so far as Monsieur de Muire was concerned. It was in 
vain that his old friend, George Roland, assured him that Mi^clihic had 
apprised him of the loss of the revolver on the very day of the ci iino. 
The obstinate nobleman silenced him by saying firmly : 

“ My daughter shall never marry a man wlio has. been suspected of 
killing her mother, even if the man should be set at liberty to-morrow.” 

In vain, too, had Marcclle thrown herself at her father s feet, entreat- 
ing him not to curse Medcric, and not to desert him in his hour of need. 
The count had remained inflexible. When his daiigliter tlireatcncd to 
enter a convent he replied that slid was not of age, and that he shoiilil 
exert his paternal authority, if necessary, to preveat lier from abandoning 
his roof. With his pride thus deeply wounded, ami his dearest liopes 
blighted, the count led a secluded and gloomy life at the Oaks, wliich had 
once been so gay, l)ut which w'as now' so gloomy. He saw his daughter 
only at meals, and he left the house only for an occasional visit to Paris 
W'hen business called him there on matters connected with the estate of 
the countess. As a natural consequence, Marcelle led the dreariest life 
imagmable, and if she bore her burden of sorrow with comparative resig- 
nation it was because she still had a hopeful and devoted friend— tiiat 
greatest consolation of the afflicted. vShe could not be brought to believe 
•that Mi^deric W'as guilty, and felt firmly convinced that the day w’as near 
at 'hand when his innocence would be established beyond any posiiblo 
doubt, The major encouraged her in this belief, for he, too, 
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felt sure that was the victim of a mistake whioli would 

become apparent sooner or later^ and though the governess did not feel 
justified in interfering between the father and daughter, she did her best 
to couRohj Mareelle. The bettor Ueorge Roland learned to know her, the 
more he was compelled to admire her lovely and unselfish character. In 
fact, he was alrcatly thinking of securing for her a situation which would 
assure her a comfortable future in case she should soon be obliged to leave 
her present home, as now seemed only too probable, for the count was 
talking of -selling the Oaks, around wliich so many harrowing associations 
clung. 

Helene and the major, without acknowledging the hict to each other, 
were both trying to discover the perpetrator of the mysterious crime of 
which M(Uleric had been accused upon evidejicc that was purely circum- 
stantial in its character. At the risk of getting himself into serious 
trouble with the Versailles authorities, the major had inserted in several 
papers an advertisement requesting any persons who took the half-past 
five train for S liut-fTermaiii on the 10th of dune, to make known their 
names and their whereabouts to (George Roland, No. 37 Rue de Miromesnil, 
M'ho was in possession of an article of value whicli had been found on this 
train and wliich he was anxious to restore to its owner. There arc persons 
who always present themselves as claiiuants for advertised articles, even 
when they have lost nothing, and he had some hope that this might be the 
case in the present instance ; but though this notice had apiieared in the 
l*aris journals for more than a week, no claimant had yet come forward. 
Helene, though no one suspected the fact, was really more likely to obtain 
trustworthy information than the major. As both Monsieur dc Muire and 
his wife had implicit confidence in her, she enjoyed perfect freedom of 
action, coming and going as she pleased about tlie Oaks, Vesinet, Chaton, 
and sometimes even further, for the countess, who was very charitable, 
constituted HeRiie her almoner, ami Helene performed the role witli 
great zeal and discretion. I'hcre wore very few poor families in the 
neighhourliood, hut those that Averc poor were very j>oor, being priiiopally 
small market-gardeners, avIio le<l a precarious existence, and wlio were not 
uiif rc(| 11 ently reduced to positive want in a single day by an early frost or 
a (lestniotive hailstorm ; and railway employi's, burdened with larg(‘ 
families, and poorly paid. Mademoiselle Lanoue knew them all, and 
while the Muire family were dcuniciled at the Oaks, a week seldom passed 
in which she did not visit these humble homes and inquire into tlu* needs 
of their inmates. She usually went alone, and she had iiotliing to fear, 
n:s all the ])eople of the iieiglibourhood knew and loved her. For a time 
after Madame de Muirc’.s tragical death .she had been unable to leave Iici* 
grief-stricken friend, but she was now contcinplaling a speedy return t^) 
lier former habits, and thought it not improbable that she might obtain 
some useful information on her round of vi.sits. She had even confided her 
plans to the major who cordially approved them, and she set dilligciitly 
to Avork, though without much success at first. All the poor people she 
visited sincerely regretted the death of the countess, yiitied the count, and 
cursed the assassin, but they did not know Mthlcric, nor were they 
acquainted Avith the particulars of the catastrophe. 

But her usual round Avas not concluded, and one morning, when Monsieur 
de Muire had gone to Paris, Mareelle An^as too languid to venture out, and 
tlio major had some letters to write, Mademoiselle Lanoue — who had 
visited her poor nt Chatou the day before --started out to visit the needy 
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of Vdsinet. In that village there was one household which particularly 
interested her, a young woman with three small children, and a husband 
who earned barely enough to keep them alive, and who did not 
5?ecm to care much about them. This husband was in the employ 
of the Western Railway Company, and was consequently rarely seen 
in the s(iualid rooms occupied by his family. Mademoiselle 
Lanoue did not know him, nor did she laiow the precise nature of his 
duties, the fact that the woman was in want being quite enough to induce 
Inu- to come to the poor- creature’s aid ; but that day it occurred to her for 
tlu‘ lirst time that her protege might have learned through her husband 
what the other employes thought about the murder, and she resolved to 
ashf her a few questions on the subject. The cottage, or rather hut, in 
wliich the mother and children lived stood on the outskirts of the village 
and ha<l formerly been used as a store house for frames and tools by a 
market-gardener. It was much juore suitable for a sheep or cattle pe^l 
than for the abode of human beings; and HClene could not help feeling 
surprised that anv man, no matter how meagre his salary, should alh)W 
his family to dwell in such a hovel. This, too, seemed the more strange 
from the fact that the wife apiicared to liavc seen better days. Once sl»e 
must even have been pretty ; she was still young, and her features were 
not devoid of a certain distinction — nor, indeed, were her manners and 
language. She had a slight foreign accent, but expressed herself in Erench 
with perfect ease and in well-chosen terms. She was sitting before the 
door when Mademoiselle Lanoue approached, and greeted her benefactress 
with these words : 

“ Ah ! mademoiselle, how glad I am to see you ! But for your coming 
my children would be without bread to-morrow, for their father has none 
to give them. He lost half his pay this mouth on account of that unfor- 
tunate pistol afl’air.” 

“Pistol affair!” repeated Madc^uoiselle Lanoue, wlio did not quite 
understand, but who was beginning to foresee a possibility of obtaining 
sonic valuable information. 

“Yes, mademoLselle,” was the reply. “ He was fined and tliroateued 
with dismissal, only because he did his duty. You know tliat he is a guard 
on the line — not a regular guard, of course, but he takes the place of any 
guard who may be sick or absent. Well, one day about a fortnight ago, 
while on duty, he found a pistol lying under the scat in a first-class carriage, 
and on reaching Saint-Geriiiaiii gave it to the station-master. I’o look ii]> 
the owners of missing articles is not a part of his duty, so he certainly did 
nothing wrong, but bad luck seems tto pursue us. It seems that this le- 
volver belongs to the person who ismispccted of killing the poor lady wiio 
has be(m so kind to me, but it certainly was no fault of my hiisbaiKps that 
slie was murdered ; was it, madeinoiseile ? ” 

“No, certainly not, ” replied IMcne, maintaining her self-control in 
spite of the emotion she experienced. “ It seems to me that your Iiusband 
lias no reason to reproach himself. Of what is he acciist^d ? ” 

“ Oh, they do not really accu.se him. It is not as bad as that. But 
they suspect him ” 

“ Of having been the murderer’s accomplice ? ” inquired Helene. 

“No, but of having kept the revolver for a while. They will not be- 
, fieve that ho gave it up immediately, thougli that is leally the truth. 
They jajlege that lie found it the day the lady was killed, aiul that he tric(l 
to profit by the divovery, ” * ' 
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“ But how ? ” 

“ It seems that the owner’s name was on the pistol, and the railway 
ofRcials say that my husband intended to return it to this gentleman, and 
that he finally decided to hand it over to the station-master only because 
he found out that the owner was about to be arrested. As if Julien wxne 
capable of concocting such a scheme 1 He has his faults, but he is not 
tricky. Besides, he has suffered too much from poverty to run any risk 
oriosing his place. He has no other way of earning a living.” 

“ Is your husband’s name J alien ? ” 

“Yes, mademoiselle, Julien Maurevers, and he might, if he chose, WTite 
‘ de ' before his name, for he is of noble origin. But when one is poor^one 
must renounce all such pretensions. No one knows that he still has influ- 
ential relatives in France. But he is proud, and, forgive me, mademoiselle 
— if he should learn that I had accepted aid from you he would be angry 
with me. I may have done wrong, but it was for my children’s sakos ; 
besides, I hope to be able to repay the obligation some time, for our situation 
may change at any moment, as Julien often tells me.” 

“ I hope so, for your sake, madame ; hut you are under no obligations to 
me. I have only been the dispenser of Madame de Muire’s bounty. It is 
to her that you must feel grateful.” 

“ I was so grieved when 1 heard that she w^as dead ! And to think that 
she died such a death ! Ah, they certainly ought to hang the WTetch who 
murdered her if they ever find him. My husband thinks they will not fail 
to do so, and yet, on the day of the crime — ho happened to be acting as 
guard to the train at the time — ho neii.lier saw nor heard anything unusual. 
The magistrate at Versailles examined and cross-examined him, but all in 
vain. My poor Julien could not tell what he did not know — and they had 
ceased to persecute him when he was so unfortunate as to find the revolver 
— and sometimes I ask myself if it would not have been better if he had 
kept it and said nothing about it.” * 

Helene Lanoue, who had entirely recovered her self-possession, was fully 
aware of the advantage she might derive from a conversation which she 
intended to convert into a covert examination without delay. She felt 
satisfied that this woman was perfectly lioncst and sincere ; but the hus- 
band’s conduct seemed highly suspicious, and this opportunity of learning 
something about the man who had, perhaps, been the unconscious cause of 
Medi^ric’s arrest was certainly an excellent one. 

“ Does Monsieur Maurevers know the young man who is accused ?” she 
inquired, without appearing to attach any importance to the question. 

*■ Ves, by sight. They say that he’ is a friend of the Count de Muire, 
and that he was a frequent visitor at t*he Oaks. Julien saw him one day 
at the Ohatou Station, but he knows nothing more about him, though he 
seems inclined to believe that the gentleman is not guilty. J ulien is always 
ready to take the part of genteel people — he has been a very genteel pors<iu 
hiinself, and he will be again when fate becomes tired of persecuting us.” 

“I do not doubt it. and you yourself, madame, must have been born in 
a very diflerent sphere.” 

“I am the youngest daughter of Prince Orhitello, of Naples,” replied 
the conductor's wife, drawing herself up, “ and my father disinherited me 
because I married, against his will, Julien de Maurevers whom I met at 
Ischia. That was ten years ago, Julien had some money then, and led a 
Inill'ant life, but that was not the inducement. I loved him madly, and I 
love him yet, though I have suflered greatly through him. Five years 
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afterwards when every penny of his patrirrtony was gone, squandered in 
dissipation of every kind, and more especially in gambling, J alien decided 
to return to i>ance. Not that he had anything to expect from his family. 
The only relative he had left had cast him ofl in his youth, and did jiot 
even know that he was living. Julien is his legal heir, however, but ho 
would rather die than ask him for assistance, or even make himself known 
to the heartless man.*’ 

“ Then it was not a relative that obtained your husband his present 
post.” 

“No, it was a foreigner who had known him in better days. He pitied 
him, and as he has many influential friends in France, he managed to 
set^iro a situation in the employ of the Western Railway Company for 
Julien, though he had scarcely arrived at the age re([uired to make him 
eligible for appointment, being only thirty-four, while the required age 
is thirty five. He is forty now, and you see where he is. It is not 
because he has not worked, how’ever ; ho began as a porter.** 

“ Rut how about the friend who obtained him this place ? ” 

“He spends most of his time in Germany and Russia, and so has rather 
lost sight of Julien. But ho has just returned to France, and I hope he 
will save my husband from dismissal, but I do not know that he can do 
anything more for him.” 

The longer H^lcnc listened to this strange story, the more convinced 
she became that this woman’s husband knew more about Madame de 
Muire’s murder than he was willing to admit. She did not believe that 
he W’as the murderer of the oomitcss, for what could have been his object 
in comrniting such a deed, but she had a suspicion that he knew the 
murderer, and that he was paid to he silent. In spite of the reticence of 
the unfortunate woman who had linked her lot to his, lleKme felt satis- 
fied that Julien Maurevers had been nothing more nor less than a rascal 
all his life, and with sucli antecedents it was only natural to suppose him 
capable of accepting a bribe froiti a scoundrel whose secret he had 
detwCted, Ho had been in the same train with the murderer, and might 
have seen him fire at the countess ; hence, on the arriv^al of the train, or 
even during the jourucy, since his position gave liim the right to pass at 
will along the steps of the carriages* he had probably tlireatened to 
denounce him, and had then proposed a bargain which had been instantly 
accepted. It is true that in this case he ought to have a considerable 
sum of money in his possession. This objection instantly presented itself 
to Htdene’s mind, but she said to herself that there was nothing to prove 
that he had not received it, and afterwards lost it at the gaming table, 
without troubling himself about thd wants of his wife and children. Still 
this reasoning did not explain bow this very disreputable person had come 
into possession of M^kU^ric’s I’ovolver, and why lie had placed it in the 
hands of a superior, at the risk of incurring either a fine or a dismissal, 
and of exposing himself to the suspicions of the authorities. HtSl^ne, 
being unable to solve the mystery to her satisfaction, decided to submit 
the whole case to the judgment of Major George, and resolved not to 
allow the daughter of Prince Orbit«llo to suppose for an instant that she 
had any special object in asking these questions, for it was of the utmost 
importance that the young woman should not take her for an auxiliary of 
Jthe magistrates. The self-styled prince.ss seemed to have no such 
suspicion, however, for she had given all this information with a readi- 
ness Which sliowed the utmost confidence in her visitor, and she now added ; 
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“If my IjiisbanJ knew I had told you all this he would never forgive 
me, and if you should ever meet him, I beg that you will make no 
allusion to our unfortunate history.’’ 

I can promise you that, niadame,” replied the governess. “ Besides, 
I have never seen Monsieur Maurevers, and it is hardly probable that I 
shall ever meet him. I come here so rarely — much more rarely, indeed, 
than I would like. But now I am here, permit me to offer you this slight 
assistance in the name of one we both mourn.” 

The princess accepted the profferred gold coin .without ceremony, and 
even kis)HC<l Helene’s hand, ^fhis is customary in Naples in such cases, 
and she accompanied this rather servile mark of her sincere gratitude 
with the warmest thanks. The children had emerged from the cottagt- in 
which they had been taking an afternoon nap, and stood looking at 
Mademoiselle Laiioue with wondering eyes. 

“ They will have some supper to-night, and I shall not have to endure 
the misery of seeing them cry for food even if Julicii brings home no 
money,” remarked the mother. 

“ Do you expect him home to-day ?” inquired Helene. 

“ Yes, but not until late. He will be on duty again to-morrow — that 
is, if he has not received his dismissal. He has been to Paris to see Count 
(iolyiuinc, and to bog him to intercede for him.” 

“Count Golymine?” repeated Mademoiselle Danone, who had never 
heard the name before. 

“Yes, the foreign nobleman who interested himself in Julien’s behalf 
and secured him this post.” 

“ Is he a Pole ? ” 

“ I think he is a Kuasian.” 

“Will you think me too inquisitive if I ask how your husband made 
his acquaintance ? ” 

“I don’t know exactly. Ho kn(‘\v him before lie married me. I 
suppose he must have met him at Aix or at Monaco. They were both 
frequenters of watering-places, and especially of gambling-houses. But 
C’oiint Golymine is very well known in J’aris, and I should not be surprised 
if the people at the Oaks had hcarfl of him.” 

Mademoiselle Lanoue secretly resolved to ascertain this, and then 
proceeded to take leave of Madame Maurevers. Slie was anxious to 
consult the major ; besides, she did xiot want to leave Marcello alone too 
long, for the poor child relapsed into a state of the deepest melancholy 
when left to herself. But Helene had no intention of saying a word about 
M'hat she had just heard to her pupil. ^ What good would it d(> to trouble 
her already over-excited brain with tiuch a recital ? It would be time 
enough to tell her by-and-by, after Major George had investigated the 
matter. To reach the Oaks she was obliged to take a wooden foot-bridge 
that formed a high arch, from the centre of which one could command an 
extended view of the railway between Cliatou and Vesinet. As Made- 
moiselle Lanoue reached the middle of the bridge, she paused pot only to 
take breath, but also to glance at the spot where Madame dc Muire ha<l 
])een killed. This was about two hundred yards below the bridge. 
Htd^ne took a melancholy pleasure in recalling the thrilling .scene, and as 
a train which had just left Chatou approached, leaving a long trail of 
white smoke behind it, it occurred to her, for the nrst time, tRat a 
spectator standing on the bridge, as she was then standing, might have 
seen tthe arm of the assassin extended beyond the window, revolver in 
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h§nd. This was certainly a mere conjecture, for the distance was con* 
siderable, but giving a free reign to her imagination, she said to herself 
that the cowardly assassin of Marcelle*s mother was perhaps in one of the 
cars that was about to pass under her feet, and she caught herself wishing 
that the train would run off the track. 

The locomotive passed, bearing to the clniteau of Saint-Gernuiin a 
crowd of worthy people wdio were going to enjoy the cool air of the forest, 
cjuite uiiinindful of the tragedy of the 19th of June. At the same time, 
but inucli more slowly, an employe of the company, wearing tlieir livery, 
advanced up the line.- He w^alked witli swinging arms, bow'cd lirad, 
and tlie heavy unelastic tread of a drudge who performs his daily task 
inechaiiicaliy, knowing that the duties of the morrow will be no less 
irkft)me. He seemed to be on his way to Vesiuet, and Mademoiselle 
Lanouc, without knowing exactly why, somehow fancied that this man 
was the husband of the w^oman who had so gratefully accepted her aid. She 
had a tolerably good view of him from her lofty perch, and perceived that 
his appearance harmonised tolei'ably well witli hei* idea of an impoverished 
gentleman He w'as tall, slender, and slightly round-shouldered, but he still 
carried himself well, and his rather haggard features w’ere not devoid of a 
certain air of distinction. His hair was light, but it was beginning to 
turn grey, though he was not old. After he had passed under the bridgt* 
he turned to the right into a narrow footpath leading up to the village, 
and linally disappeared around the corner of a house standing at a curv(5 
in the same road that Hehme had taken to reach the miserable dwelling 
inliabitcd by the Neapolitan princess. 

“ Now, 1 am sure it is he,” murmured the governess. 

It would only be necessary for her to retrace her steps to satisfy herself 
of the fact, but it would have been a great mistake on her part to attract 
the attention of a man who perhaps knew Madame de Muire’a murderer, 
and whom she intended to have closely watched. Besides, on glancing 
toward the other end of the bridge, -she saw the major, w ho had sallied 
ouL for a stroll without anticipatiiig a meeting ; which could hardly fail to 
be agreeable to both parties, however, as they always had many things to 
say to each other. 


VII. 

“You have been to visit some of your poor people,” remarked Major 
George, “and I suppose you are now on your way back to the Oaks, 
W’ here Marcelle must be deploring yoitr ah8C5nce. I am anxious to be ther(i 
myself w'hen Monsieur de Miiire returns, which will be very soon. Shall 
w e return to tlie chateau together ? ” 

“ I was just going to ask you to walk back with me,” replied the young 
governess, eagerly, “ for I want to talk to you. 1 have just heard a veiy 
important piece of news which I can confide to no one but yourself.” 

“ It concerns M(^d4ric, does it not? ” 

. “ Yes, indirectly, I will tell you about it, and you can then decide 
wdiat is best to do. ” 

And Mademoiselle Lanoue proceeded to give a full account of her visit 
to the Maurevers family, without omitting any of the strange revelations 
rnade by the unfortunate woman, j#>ut without adding any comments. 
The acQouut w as as clear and yet as concise as a military report, and ^he 
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major perceived with no little gratification that in addition to all the 
other good qualities of which nis companion had proved herself the 
possessor, she was endowed with one that is rare in young ladies — re- 
markable soundness of judgment. 

“This man may know the assassin,” he remarked, as soon as H6l^n.e 
had concluded ; “ but his conduct is incomprehensible, Medc^ric told me 
of the loss of liis revolver on the day of the murder, and this man must 
have found the weapon immediately afterwards. Who knows but he may 
have been the very person who tired it ? ” 

“ He had no acquaintance with either Madame de Muire or Monsieur 
de Mestras,” remarked Helene. 

“ But ho may have been hired to murder the countess and then cast 
the blame upon Mcd^ric.” 

“ In that case, ho would have kept the revolver.” 

“It is possible, then, that he may have surrendered it in obedience to 
the orders of an accomplice. Tiiis guard’s past authorises all kinds of 
suppositions ; and the first thing for us to do is to satisfy ourselves beyond 
a doubt that his wife told you the truth. I have a friend who is one of 
the directors of the Western Railway Company, and he will not refuse to 
give me all the information in his power.” 

“ But will you not try to see the investigating magistrate ? ” inquired 
Hid^ne, timidly. 

“Not now. He would not grant me an interview; besides, I have 
nothing of a positive nature to repeal as yet. I will present myself at his 
office by-and-by, after I hove learned the real facts in connection with 
this man’s origin. It is also necessary to ascertain whether or not there 
has ever been such a person as Prince Orbitello at Naples ; nor shall I 
neglect to make inquiries about this Count Colymine, who is so well and 
favourably known in Parisian circles, according to the pretended princess 
that Jacques de Muire must have met him there.” 

M^deric could have told the major all that ho wished to know, but 
Mi^ddric was in solitary coufincmeiit. and had said nothing to any one — 
except, perhaps, the investigating magistiate — about this strange interview 
with the man who styled himself Count Goiyniiiie. Prudence is a virtue, 
but it is also a fault when it is cal-ried to excess. 

“ But I must say that I do not believe that reverses of fortune trans- 
form a gentleman into a scoundrel,” continued the major. One can 
become poor or rich without lv\aving the plane in which one was born. 
The contrary happens only in romances. ” 

“ You are mistaken,” replied HiH^ne quickly. “It also happens in 
real life, as I have reason to know.” * 

The major glanced, wonderingly kt the young girl, ‘who was already 
blushing deeply, as if she regretted having said so much. 

“ True,” he said, after a pause, “ you certainly could not have been 
reared to become a governess. I have never dared to question you on the 
subject, but I have often asked mj^self what events could have wrought 
such a change in your life. I am sure that your parents must have met 
with reverses. But nature has endowed you with gifts which are of much 
greater value than money, and there is nothing to prevent you, I am sure, 
from making what the world regards as an excellent match.” 

I have never thought of such a thing, and if my history interests you 
this is it. It is sad, but it is brief. My mother died in bringing me into 
thetWorld. My father was in very comfortable circumstances, he even 
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beemed likely to, become very wealthy. I was ouly five years old when a 
financial disaster swept away half ho possessed. He might have retrieved 
his fortunes, however, had not a brother, fifteen years older than myself, 
completed his ruin. 

“ And your father died of grief,” concluded the major. 

. The ghd hesitated a moment. Her eyes had filled with tears, but she 
kept them back, and in a firm tone, continued: “I have sufficient con- 
fidence in you to tell you the whole truth. My father committed suicide. 
He would have had courage to endure poverty, but ho had not strength to 
face dishonour. ” 

“ Dishonour ! Why, Vvhat do you mean ? ” 

“ My brother committed a forgery. He was on the point of being ar- 
l ested. His conviction was certain. Our name was about to bo covered with 
disgrace. It was, and I obeyed my father’s last request in ceasing to bear it. ” 

“ What ! the name of Lanoue ” 

Is not mine. Madame de Muire knew' it, and alw’ays guarded the 
secret I now fearlessly confide to you. Monsieur de Muire and Marcelle 
are ignorant of it. Madame de Muire learned the facts from the mistress 
of a boarding-school, who kindly took me under her protection after my 
father's death, and gave me the education Avhich enables me to earn my 
living honourably. I had just received my diploma when I had the good 
fortune to be selected by Madame de Muire to complete her daughter’s 
education. I have found a home, in the truest sense of the word, in the 
Muire family, and the thought that I shall soon be obliged to leave it fills 
me with dismay.” 

“ If that day should ever come, mademoiselle, you w ill still have, and 
you will always have, one devoted friend,” said Major George, w^armly. 
“ But wdll you pardon me for asking w’hat became of this erring brother ?” 

He w'as coiivicted and sent to prison, but he succeeded in making his 
escape, and I have never seen nor heard of him since. All this happened 
twenty years ago. 1 was still very young when these misfortunes overtook 
me, and I did not hear of my brother’-B crime )intil long afterwards. No 
one in France knows what became of him, and I suppose that he is dead.” 

“ You should hope so, but even if he is not, it is not likely that he will 
ever dare to show himself again in this country. He might, however, do 
so with impunity now, for even in criminal ofleiiees the law limits the 
period during which one is liable to prosecution to twenty years. But if 
he should ever have the audacity to return to France, it w'ill be under an 
assumed name, and he will never think of trying to find the sister whom 
he impoverished, and to w^hom he has never, apparently, given a thought 
since his flight.” 

“ When he saw me last, I was a mtfre child, so he would not recognise 
me even if I should be so unfortunate lis to meet hinu” 

‘‘ And you, mademoiselle, would you recognise him ?” 

“ I think not ; and yet I can still see him as he looked then, when the 
dandled me upon his knee, for he often used to play with me, and I loved 
him dearly. But he is over forty years old if he is living now . ” 

“And he must have changed greatly in appearance. Nothing ages a 
man like exile.” 

* ‘ Exile and disgrace, ” corrected Mademoiselle Lanoue. ‘ ‘ When I think 
of him, I often say to myself that he must have sunk still lower. Heaven 
onjy knows the depths of infamy into which he may have fallen I And 
yet he was born with traits of character which might have made him 
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remarkable man. I w as too yoting to judge, of course ; 1 speak only frouj 
learstw . The lady who kept the boarding-school where I was educateeb 
and wno had known my brother well, often spoke of his remarkable intel- 
ligence, energy, and tact. More than once, too, she has assured me that 
Ire was one of the most fascinating of men. His vices ruined him.” 

“ Do you ever see the lady now?” inquired George Koland, more and 
more deeply interested in this charming girl’s mournful history. 

“ She died six years ago,” replied H(5l6ne, sadly. lint you asked me a 
moment ago if I should recognise Gaston. His name was Gaston. Yes, 1 
should know him by his hands. He fought a duel w'hen he was only nine- 
teen years old, and on one thumb he had a deep scar.” 

“ Which time lias probably effaced.” 

“Ah, well, let ns talk of something else. I don’t know why 1 ahould 
liave bored you w ith my past sorrow’s w’hcn we have so many of a more 
recent date to discuss. I yielded to a sudden impulse that I should have 
repressed, but it seems to me that w^e have known each other for iiw enty 
years, ” 

“ Let us continue the subject a moment longer. May I ask if you have 
any plans for the future, mademoiselle ? ” 

“ The future ? Oh, that is all mc'^ko^l out for me. A governess I am, 
and a governess I shall remain.” 

“That is very much like my .saying that I shall remain an old bachelor,” 
replied the major, smiling. “It is quite po.ssible that 1 may, but I assure 
you that I shall tight hard against it. I have never taken any vow of 
celibacy, nor liave you, I fancy. The day will come wdien you will under- 
stand, as I am beginning to understand, that married life is much iiioi e 
desirable. You are happy now% Marcelle’s friendship and the affection 
and esteem of those around you content you. I myself need no pity, nor 
have I any right to complain of my lot. I enjoy perfect health, 1 left the 
army with an excellent record, and just before 1 resigned 1 inherited a 
very handsome fortune from an .yint I knew very little about. Still, 
mademoiselle, you and I are both mi.ssing one blessing, in comparison wdth 
which all others are as nothing — the happiness of loving and being loved — 
that is to say, I lack only the hap})iness of being loved, for 1 love ; 
and you who, to my certain .knowdedge, are loved, lack the happi- 
ness of loving. So you see each of us has that which the other 
lacks. You frowm. JlavcT oficiided you? 1 hope not, but 1 am very 
much afraid that all this sentimental talk seems supremely ridiculous to 
you. It would be much better for me to say to yoni- simply and plaiidy : 
If 1 am not too displeasing to you, and if my forty years do not frighten 
you, become iiiy w ife. You might do much better than marry an old 
soldier like me, but I have a warm .heart and a sturdy arm, and if you can 
be content to be tenderly cared for and loved, I am ready to devote my 
life to making you happy.” 

Mademoiselle Lanouc, wdio had been slightly embarrassed ever since 
the beginning of this conversation, suddenly changed countenance wher 
she heard the major make this offer of his heart and hand. Not that the 
proposal offended her — for she liked and admired the major exceedingly— 
but she thought it too abrupt, and she could scarcely believe that he w’as 
in earnest. 

“ Come, come,” continued the major, “ I see that I have shocked you. 
An old soldier cannot get over his habit of going straight to the point ; but 
1 entreat you to believe that 1 am not a rough old trooper at heart. X 
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• feoe that 1 have been too abrupt. Forget what I just said to yon, but per* 
initVie to hope that we may resume this conversation at some future day 
after the situation has undergone a change. Both you and I have a dilii* 
cult task to accomplish. We must proA’^e that Mdderic is innocent, and 
W’c shall succee d in doing that nly by discovering Madame de Muirc*s 
real assassin. It seems to me that are now on the track, thanks to 
you, and all I ask at this present time is that you will consent to accept 
me as an ally.*’ 

“ AVith the greatest pleasure,** replied Helene. 

“Thank you. Now our treaty of alliance is concluded, allow me to 
hay to you that it must remain a secret. AVe will pursue our investigations 
independently of each other; but though w^c will immediately apprise each 
other#of any information we may succeed in obtaining, it seems to me that 
it would not be advisable to keep Marcelle informed as to our movements. 
Above all, we must beware of giving her any false hopes.” 

“That is my opinion exactly. But how' about Monsieur de Muirc?” 

“ Oh, not a word to him on the subject. He has taken it into his head 
that poor MtfkTic is guilty, and if he should find out that we are trying 
to save him, he would forbid our meddling in the matter. I should not 
obey him, nor would yon, so we should become involved in a quarrel wdth 
him, and that is iiseles.s.” 

“ I do not know whether or not you will succeed in saving Monsieur de 
Alestras, but whatever may be the result of your efforts, I am very much 
afraid that Monsieur de Muire will never be induced to grant him Mar- 
cclle s hand in marriage.” 

“I shall attempt no inlei-fercnce on that point,” said the major. “I 
sha 11 do all I cai/to secure Mtalmc's release ; but my effoi'ts wdll stop there. " 

“But Marcelle counts upon your as.sistance, and if the imirriage should 
not take place, I really do not know what will become of her.”* 

“ I’lie time has not yet come for me to take any part in that delicate 
nialter. In the meantime, we will give no further attention to it, if you 
ple/''^e. \A*^e have more important wort on hand. As I told you before, I 

intend to at once make impiiries about the guard who has played such a 
strange part in the affair, and also about his protector — the stranger W'ith 
a Russian name. ” , 

“ Golyinine. He is really a Russian, I beliCA’^e. At least, Maurevers’s 
wife told rnc so. She is under the impression that her husband made his 
acquaintance at Aix.” 

“A place which Madame de Muire visited every summer for several 
years-. Jacques never remained there long, but he always took her tliere, 
and then w^eiit to escort her home. Ije iiiay have met Count Colymine 
there, and in that case he will tell me ^11 he knows .about him.” 

“Madame de Muire mii.st certainly have met him, and it seems very 
strange that this count should be the protector of the man who has just 
played such a role in tlie affair.” 

•“It is a mere chance, of course. I shall be able to learn all I wish to 
know this evening, howxvcr. Jaccjucs has gone to Paris to con.sult his 
notary, but he w*ill return l)efore dinner, and 1 will questioji him. And 
by the way, speaking of this notary, you are probably ignorant that a 
very strange and inexplicable thing has happened ? ” 

“ AA*^hat ? No new disaster, I hope ! ” 

^ “Yes, a financial misfortune this time. Monsieur de Muire’s private 
fentune is very small, that of his wife very large. In addition to the 
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bouse on the Boulevard Malesherbes and the OakB, which bring in 
noibiing, and cost a great deal to keep up, Madame de Muire owned 
property which yielded her an income of from two, hundred and fifty to 
three hundred thousand franca, and which consisted chiefly of stocks and 
bonds. These were deposited in the Bank of France for safe-keeping some 
time ago, but Jacques learned yesterday for the first time that his wife 
had withdrawn them about three months back. He supposed she had 
entrusted them temporarily to the care of her notary, but such is not the 
case. What the countess could have done with this largo amount cf 
personal property no one has yet been able to ascertain.’* 

“ She certainly could not have lost it.” 

“Nor could it have been stolen from her, but up to the present time 
Jacques has discovered no trace of it. Perhaps she has concealed, it in 
some piece of furniture. This is quite probable, but if he should do so 
unfortunate as not to find it, Jacques will be cruelly punished for his 
carelessness about business matters. He never would pay any attention 
to his own financial afl’aira, much less to those of his wife ; and, thanks to 
his culpable negligence in this respect, his daughter may find herself 
reduced to comparative poverty, for if the securities arc not found her 
income will not amount to more than thirty thousand francs.” 

“She will be much more easily consoled for this loss of fortune than 
for the loss of her lover.” 

‘ ‘ Perhaps so, still it will be bard for her. J acf(ucs, who always looks 
at the dark side of things, considers himself mined, and talks of selling 
all his real estate immediately. It seems that he has found a purchaser 

for the Oaks already, and that But look, here comes his valet, 

apparently on his way to Chatou ! ” exclaimed the major, suddenly, for 
they had reached a turn in the road, and only a short distance from them 
was Francois approaching from the opposite direction. 

“ Has the count returned inquired the major. 

“Yes, sir.” 

“ Did he bring any one with him? ” 

And the valet replying in the affirmative, the major iii(|uired : 

“ Is it Monsieur de Brangue or Monsieur de Liscoat ? ” 

“ No, major, it is a gentleman who has never been here before. It is 
the first time I ever saw him.” 

“ And you arc going to Chatou ? ” inquired the major, rather surprised 
to sec tills old servant going on an errand, for he did not usually condes- 
cend to perform a footman’s duties. 

“ I am going to post a letter, which must be very important, as the 
count was not willing to entrust it to any one but me,” replied Fran<;ois, 
proudly. 

Ooorge Roland was too honourable to express a wish to see the super 
scriptiou on this important missive, but he felt sure that something new 
must have transpired. 

“ Is mademoiselle still in her room ? ” inquired the governess. 

“ No, mademoiselle, she is sitting under the trees at the foot of the 
garden,” repl^ied Fran9ois, respectfully. 

“ Where ai^i^he gentleman ? ” asked the major. 

“ The gentlemen are going through the chateau.” 

The major, understanding the situation tolerably well, now walked on, 
remarking to HcHene : 

“ I feel almost certain that Jacques has brought this stranger bao!: 
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witb him in the hope of disposing of the chliteau, and this haste on his . 
part makes me fear that his notary must have told him some bad news. 
That gentleman w'as to make inquiries at the different banking*houHes and 
stock -brokers’ offices in which Madame de Muire might have deposited 
her stocks and bonds, and I fear he has not succeeded in finding any trace 
of them.** 

“ All this is certainly very strange,** remarked Mademoiselle Lanoue. . 

‘‘ I shall soon know, however, for I am going to join Jacques, while 
you have a talk with your dear pupil. I feel some curiosity to see this 
possible purchaser.** 

The pair entered the court-yard together. The open carriage that had 
brought the count was standing at the foot of the steps, and the coacii- 
man was sitting bolt upright on the box, with his whip held perpendicu- 
larly in the air, and the reins in his hands. From this fact, George con- 
cluded that he was waiting to take the visitor back to the station as soon 
as the tour of inspection was ended, and that his stay consequently 
would not be long, so the major had no time tc lose if he wished to see 
the stranger. Helene was obliged to walk round to the other side of the 
house to reach the garden, but the major ascended the steps and entered 
the spacious hall, which extended from oi\e end of the house to the other, 
and was lavishly adorned with flowering plants and exotics. In the 
centre of this broad and airy hall, which was open at both ends, was the 
broad staircase leading to the ffoors above, but before asccmling it the 
major paused a moment to glance out into the garden and satisfy himself 
that the two young ladies had found each other. The garden was large, 
and adorned with lofty trees, which spread a welcome shade over the 
Avelbkept turf ; and on reaching the further end of the hall George saw 
Hel6ne, who was already quite near the house, and also caukiht a glimpse 
of Marcello, who was advancing to meet her friend. But he also saw, 
almost at the foot of the broad stej)3 leading down into the garden, liis 
friend the count, who w*as pointing outf the beauties of the establishment 
to luo companion with all the complacent pride of a satisfied ow’iier. Both 
gentlemen were so intently engaged in gazing at the brick and marble 
facade of the chateau and its turreted roof that they failed to notice the 
^inajor, who was now standing in the doorway, so that he had an excellent 
opportunity to look at the visitor his friend Jaccpies had brought back 
wdth him from Paris. Great w^as his astonishment on becoming aware 
almost instantly that he had seen this stranger somewhere before, and 
after reflecting a little he recollected that it w’as at the cluirch of 
Saint- Augustiii on the day of Madame de Muire’s funeral. The gentleman 
had a face which was not easily forgotten ; besides, one fact which had 
assisted in engraving it upon the m*ajor*s memory -was that after the 
ceremony, while M4d<^ric was standing beside Monsieur de Muire receiving 
expressions of condolence from those present, he had refused the hand 
offered him by this very gentleman. Another fact suddenly occurred to 
(teorge llolaud. Mademoiselle Lanoue had asked him the name of this 
very stranger, who by a strange chance now reappeared at the Oaks, 
brought there by the count. 

“What can all this mean?’* muttered the major. “And where the 
deuce can Jacques have picked up this would-be purchaser?” 

He was not kept long in doubt, however, for Monsieur de Muire, 
<ivaving finished his eulogium of the beauties of the villa, perceived the 
standing in the doorway, and beckoned him to come down. Geof^ge 
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instantly responded to the silent invitation. The stranger awaited* his 
approach with his hat in his hand and a smile upon his lips, and was the 
first to bow when tlie count introduced : 

** Major Roland, my most intimate friend.” 

George bowed, shook hands with Monsieur de Muire, and waited for 
what was to follow. I>iit instead of completing the introduction, Monsieur 
de Muire remarked : 

“ I am glad to see you. I was told that you had gone to Varis.” 

“ That was a mistake. I am fond of walking, and this morning 1 took 
a tramp in the direction of VC'sinct, where I happened to meet Made 
moiselle Larioue, who was visiting some of her poor people, so I returned 
with her. But you went to town this morning, did you not ? ” 

“Yes, and at my notary’s I met this gentleman, who wishes to pm* 
chase the Oaks, and who was kind enough to return with me to take a 
look at the pi-operty.” 

“ I have already done so,” remarked the stranger. ‘‘ I a.in miicli 
pleased with the establishment, and I think we shall have no ditiiculty in 
agieeing upon the price.’’ 

“ U’o whom have I the honour of speaking?” inquired the major. 
“My friend .laccpies Inis just introduced me to you, liiit ho forgot to 
present you to me. ” 

“ Count Serge Golymine,” replied Monsieur de Muire. 

On hearing this name (xeorge Roland gave a slight start, but he quickly 
repressed his surprise, and said a little coldly : 

“ It seems to me that we have met before, sir.” 

“ Possibly, sir ; but I do not recollect it.” 

“ I think you were present at'Madame de Muire’s funeral.” 

“That is true. I accompanied my friends the MaiN^uis de Braug;'.c 
and the Viscount de Liscoat there.” 

“ J’liis geutleuian belongs to the same club that I do.” interrupted 
Marcelle’s father, “ and our acquaintance is one of long .standing. 
Several years ago the count was a regular visitor at Aix ” 

“ Wlicre you always spent a week at the close of every season. I 
understand.” 

The major’s doubts were dispelleci now. Re was in the presence of the 
person wliom Mademoiselle Lanoue had indicated as the protectoi* of the 
mail who had found MtSdi^ricV" revolver, and this would be an excellent 
opportunity to become better acquainted with him, and to make a st:u t 
ill the investigation he intended to undertake. 

“ So you are likely to become the owner of the pleasant country home 
which my friend Jacques wishes to sell,” he said, courteoii.sly. “ 1 con 
gratiilate you nxQat. sincerely. There is not a more charming place in the 
environs of Paris. There are some very unpleasant associations coniicctetl 
with it for us, but for you ” 

“ And for me as well,” interrupted Golymine, hastily. “ I, too, synii 
pathisc deeply with Monsieur de Muire in the terrible misfortune that has 
overtaken him, and it would be very unpleasant for me to live in this villa, 
but it is not for myself that I am purchasing it.” 

“ For whom, then, may I ask?” 

“ For a company of capitalists 'who have tlieir lieadqnarters at Vienna 
hut who wish to extend their business operations into France. lam v 
member of the firm, and I represent it here in Paris, so I am on the look- 
ouv for profitable investments in real estate for a portion of our 
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It is an excellent means of inspiring confidence — a fact to which most of 
yofir i)romineut insurance companies seem to‘>)e fully alive, by the way.” . 

“Then if you make the purchase you intend to leave the Oaks, leuppfjsc?” 

“ Yes, and 1 should be very glad if we could secure Monsieur do 
Muire for a tenant ; but I see that there is no hoj)C of that, and that he 
would not consent to remain on any terms.” 

“ Js’o, not on any terms,” exclaimed the count. “ Ibit if you have not 
seen the garden, I should like to show it to you. You will be amply^ 
repaid for your trouble.” 

“ Good ! ” thought the major. “ Jacques has no idea that his daughter 
is. in the garden witli her governess. I am cui ious to sec what they will 
think of this foreign nobleman. Helene will (;ertaiiily be very much sur- 
prised w’hcn she hears his name.” 

Monsieur do Muire led his visitors toward the trees, in the 
shade of which the young girls, whom tlie gentlemen had not yet per- 
ceived, w’ore seated. (Vorge lloland followed them, eager to nolf the 
effect of the siirpi ise. Jlut the result did not equal his expectations l)y 
any means. Marcelle lemaiiicd cold and iiidifi’creiit when her father 
mentioned the count's name, whilst Helene manifested some surprise but 
no agitation, and immediately began to carefully examine the features of 
tin's man who had previously attracted her attention at Ma(lanu^ de M Hire’s 
funeral. 

“ She has more strength of character than I thought,” tlio ma jor said 
to himself. “ Any otlicr woman w’ould have turned pale on fim’ling her- 
.self in the presence of this (ilolyniino, whose .suspicious connection with 
Maiirevcrs is no secret to her. But she has mad(^ uf) sign. J shall have a 
valuable auxiliary in her ; and between us w’e shall certainly siiceeeil in 
rending the veil of mystery which envelope.s these tiKui.” 

The interview IukI lasted Imt a moment, and ^lonsieur de Muire w^'ls 
already leading the count aw’^ay to complete the tour of the garden with 
him. George lieard Golymine compliment tlie count on his ilaugliter's 
b'*auty. He also iiujuircd the nanid of the governess, wdiose loveliness 
could hardly liave failed to excite his admiration. But George Boland, 
])eforc rejoining the gentlemen, found an opportunity to exchange a few 
low and hurried word.s wdth Mademoiselle Lauoue. 

“ Well, you see it is the siime man you noticed on th(^ day of the funci al. 
Do you know liim ? ” 

“ No,” was the ro])ly, “ He resembles a person I knewy<iars ago ; but 
I am now sure that he is not the .^ame person — and I am ofjually sure that 
this Russian hired the guard Maurevers to murder IMadame de Muire.” 


VllT. 

Afteti Count Golymine's visit the major became convinced that he should 
not advance M(^d(‘ric’s interests by remaining constantly at the villa. I'lio 
campaign so adroitly opened by Mademoiselle Laiiouo could be carried on to 
much better advantage in Paris, and he made arrangements to do this. 
Without depriving himself entirely of the society of his friends at the Oaks, 
upon w^hich lie set greater store than ever, .since he had declared his love 
to Ht^'l^ne. She had triven him no decided answ'or as yet. Their inter-"' 
view had remained a secret, and he nmlerstood that Mareelle’s lover must 
oe*' restored to her before he cunM ag^aiii venture to broach the subject 

c 
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nearest to his heart. This was to be the price of Mademoiselle Lnnone’s 
consent, therefore he must nbeds find the ways and means to accomplish 
this result. Without leaving Mademoiselle de Miiire, the young governess 
could s(jrvc the common cause by continuing to collect information in reg,ir<l 
to Alan rc vers, the railway guanl and iiushand of a princesa. The niajoi- must 
watch Golyininc, and keep himself thoroughly ported in regard to all his 
movements, and to <lo this lie must bring liimself into more inti mate relation; 
with the friends of this foreigner — Monsieur de Hrangue and Monsieur dr 
Liscoat, for example. Fie must even make up his mind to associate mo- 
or less with Golymiiie if this sliould seem necessary. He liad a huig dv ' 
vcrsM,tion with Monsieur de Aluire after the departure of the count, wiiv' 
reinaiiicd at the chateau only about an hour, but in tlie course of tin* r n. 
vernation no allusion was made either to Alrideric or ATarcelle. Monsieur 
de Muire explained liis plans very clearly, and announced his firm inten- 
tion of coiiverthig all his property into ready money and retiring into tlie 
country with his daughter, "lie believed himself inetritivably ruined, 
and had given up all hope of finding tlie stocks and bonds that constitiit-Ml 
the gi’cater part of his wife’s estate. He did not even seem to wuiidei 
what had become of them, so coni])letoly did he £i]ipear to be eruslicd by 
these repeated blows. Fie seemed to think oidy of disposing of his pro- 
perty and getting away. 

George Roland tried Iiard to convince liim that be had no i-ight to 
sacrifice Marcclle’s interests in this way, and that if he was unwilling lo 
do so some friend ought to watch o\a,r them in his stead, and himself 
ofibrod to confer with the family notary upon the best means of discover- 
ing some clue to the whereabouts of the missing securities. Monsieur do 
Aluire gave him full permission to follow the dictates of his own judgment 
in the matter, and oven a-utliorised liim to make a thorough searoii in the 
house oil tlui lioulevard Malesherhes to ascertain if tlie countess liad not 
^l(jft some writing or incmorandimi there, indi(‘.ating the use slio }»ad mad** 
of her stocks and bonds, or at least the mmibevs of them, without whicJi 
it would be useless to endeavour I'o x>i'€^vont the sale of those missing 
BOtmritics, whlcli had very possibly been stolen, as they certainly lunl 
neither been given aw.iy nor destroyed. George took advantage of this 
opportunity to make some iiujuiries in regard to their late visitoi- ; hub 
Alonsieur de Muire replied witii an iudifl’ei-ent air t hat, as tlie terms of 
sale wore to be casli, he had not troubled himself in the least about 
Monsieur (^olyininc's antecedents, lie had met him several years hcf‘)i e 
at Aix, in S:ivoy, ainl if his memory .a;rvcd liim it was the. countess wj.o 
had introduced him. He liad met Inm again a few mouths ago in Ihu-js at 
the club, and th(i\ had rcpogiiised each other, hut that was ail. 

“ Apjdy to De Liscoat , ” said MimSieur dc Muire in conclusion. “ G’ol^ - 
mitiii is his partner- rt the whist-tar>lc almost every evening ; but, as 1 
sjiid liefore, I ta ke no interest whatever in this gent loinan’s origin or social 
status. If he hasn’t the ready money necessary 1 shall look for anothci* 
])ur(’hascr, that is all.” 

being unahle to <d)tain any further information from his old friend, tli 
major decided to begin operations the very next day, so he informed 
Alademoiselle Lanoiio that thereafter he should go to Paris every morning 
spend the day there, and return to the Oaks in time for dinner. In the 
evening Helene was to meet him in the garden, and each of them was to 
impart to the other any information collected during tlie day. This was 
a very sensible plan, but the major’s jiart of the task was much the inosb 
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diliicult, for Matieiiioiselle I^aiioao had onJyto question Madame Maiire- 
vers to make tier talk, while (^eor.«j:e Roland had no idea what course to’ 
adopt with Monsieur de Liscoat. The aiiihiuated fop had never been a 
favourite with him, and the dislike seemed to be mutual. Besides, thi^y 
had not. parted on very good terms on the day of Madame de Muire’s 
tragical deatli, and the viscount was most unhivourably disposed toward 
b'Mieric. George would much rather have led a charge against a battery 
•mpt^sod of Krupp’s cannon than have endeavoured to ingratiate himself 
60 the favour of such a man, but he saw no oilier way to gain any rcliahle 
xformation with respect -to Golymine’s past and present, so there seemed to 
be no hcl]> for it. l ie resolved, however. 1 iiat the meeting should appear to 
be i here.-^ultof chance, ami beingtolerably familiar with the viscount’s habits, 
knc\f that Do Ihseoat took a ride almost (wery morning, and generally break- 
f.l^ted at the Gafe hurand, on the ITace de la Madeleine, on his return. 
Tlierc he gmierally met his chosen friends, the Manjuisdo Braiigue among 
tiiein, ami these relics of a former era usually whiled awaya couple of lumr.s 
ill aiiathemati/ing tlie present age and blighting the reputations of their lady 
friends. The ihajor, who liad often met them there, did not remember to 
have ever soon (jolymiuc at the restaurant, so he decided to make the 
venture, but lie had no time to lose, as the summer was fjist passing and 
I)(*. Li.ujoat sehlom failed to finish up the season at Trouville or Luchon. 
If he hail not left I’aris already, he would very soon, and lie w'as not very 
likely to warn Monsieur de jMiiire of his intended departure, for he had 
not even come to pay his friend a visit of condolence. }£e seemed to have 
considered bluil he had done all that could be expected of him when he 
attended the funeral. 

So the very next morning (ilenrge Roland took the half-past ten train 
to J'aris, and on reaching tlie Rue Miromesnil, about eleven o’clock, he 
w^as iiiforinod that no Icttei’S for him liad yet been received. This being 
the case, it seemed more than probable that the advertisement he had 
iu.siTted in several jiajicrs would be pivwuctivc of no rcisult w'liatcvcr, and 
tliat Medciic’s fellow'-passeiigers on the lllth of June would remain for 
over deaf to the appeal that had been adilivssed to them at thr(‘e francs jier 
litic. Still, this failure only made an interview wdth the liaicd viscount 
all the more necessary, so tlie major wemhfd Ids way toward the JTace do 
la Madeleine, wdiich was only a sluirt distance from his rooms on the Rue 
do Miromesnil. At the corner of the Rue Royale he. paused to roconnoif-re. 
The weather was very warm, all the doors ami windows of the restaurant 
were open, and the major was consequently able to loo!; into the interior 
of tlie establishment before ho entered it. Ah good luck would liave it, 
he saw Monsieur de Liscoat there, glan»*-ing over the columns of a sporting 
naper, and breakfast ting alone, so the ii?ajor could .sea^ himself at a ncigh- 
(loiU’ing table wn'thout seeming to have any special designs upon the 
viseount. In fact, it was not until he had called the w'aiter that Monsieur 
de rjseoat recognised him, and laid aside his pajuT to remark : 

Why ! is that you, major? I did not cxjiect to meet you here, as you 
iirely honour this establishment with your patronage, but I am very glad 
to see you, nevertheless.” 

George Roland, little anticipating such a courteous greeting, had (laro- 
fully prepared a few remark.s intended to break the ice, hut it was not 
necessary to make use of them, and as De Liscoat had assumed this friendly 
sjmaiuier the major lost no time in responding in the .same tone. 

And 1 am equally glad ! ” ho exclaimed. JSiiice that tcrrilile catas- 
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trophe at Chatou I have been leading the life of a hermit, and I sh^all 
congratulate myself upon my sudden resolve to breakfast in Paris this 
morning if I* am to have the pleasure of your company. I should certainly 
eiijoy a chat with you above all things.” 

“ And I shall be charmed. So you are staying with our friend Jacques. 
It is very kind of you, for life at the Oaks must be intolerably dull now, 
1 confess that l,have not been able to summon up courage to go there. My 
doctor will not allow me to make visits of condolence. He thinks them too 
much of a strain for my nerves; besides, I hear that our poor friend does 
not care to see any company. T can very readily understand that. To 
loso his wife and his prospective son-indaw both at once is certainly a 
crushing blow ! ” 

This allusion to M^dcric’s misfortunes bron^t the blood to the mt;jor’s 
face, but this was no time to lose his temper, so he said not a word, and 
the viscount, encouraged by his silence, continued : 

“You see I was right in suspecting the young man. He was arrested 
only four days afterwards, and they say that the evidence against him is 
well-nigh conclusive. The revolver he used has been found.” 

“ Who told you so ? ” inquired George, quickly. 

** Why, that is the report, and 1 am surjjjjjjsed that it has not reached 
you before. Golymine was speaking of it yesterday at the club.”* 

“ I am not acquainted with Monsieur Golymine,” 

** I congratulate you. If you knew him he would ask you to play 
piquet with him and win your money, -as he wins mine every day.” 

“ I should not accept his invitation. But I wonder how he happens to 
be so well informed. Mc'^cUiric de Mestras is kept in solitary confinement, 
and up to the present time none of the particulars of the investigation 
now in progress at Versailles have been made public.” 

“Nonsense! everybody knows the facts. Magistrates are only men 
after all, and no more prudent than other people. They have wives, too, 
and intimate friends, and Golymine is a man who always knows what is 
going on. And, by the way, speaking of Golymine, toll me, my dear 
major, is it true that he intends to purchase all the real estate that 
belonged to tlie late countess ? ” 

“ 1 am not aware that he Contemplates purchasing all of it. I only 
know that lie came to look at the Oaks yesterday, and that he and 
Jacques agreed upon the price — which is to be two hundred thousand 
francs. I suppose the gentleman is good for that amount.” 

“ Oh, yes, 1 am sure of that,” 

*‘’So much the better ! But, as you know liim so well, tell me 'who 
this Count Golymine really ia. ” 

George Roland, who liad begun his breakfast, made this request in a 
careless tone as he attacked the delicious prawns which had just been 
placcwl before him, for the greater his desire to become fully informed in 
regard to this mysterious foreigner, the less importance he must appear to 
attach to his inquiries. 

“Well, really, my dear fellow, I scarcely know what to say,” ex- 
claimed Monsieur do Liscoat. “I know Golymine exactly as I knoMT a 
hundred other members of my club. 1 can assure you he is well 
born, that he is well bred, and that he has plenty of money. He must be 
spending at least a hundred thousand francs a year here, and one meets 
him everywhere ; but if you ask me to give you his complete biographer, 
1 must to be excused. ’ 
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“Still, as he has been admitted into yonr club, some one must 
know ” 

“ Every one knows that his name was proposed by two honourable 
men, and that sutiices, as these gentlemen are responsible for him. He 
took up his abode in Paris only last year ; but one would suppose hc had 

• resided here all his life. He has travelled a good deal, 1 believe, and 
gambled a good deal, and I should judge that he has been a great ladies’ man. 
He seems to have been wonderfully successful in everything, I should call 
him a lucky man ; but he is also very talented, exceedingly well-read, and full 
of tact. H e is a genuine count, of very ancient lineage. Brangue, who pays 
mucli more attention to these matters than I do, and who knows all about the 
European nobility, declares that these Golymines were sovereign princes 
of^sonie province of Poland. This one became a Kussian to save a part of 
his domains, and afterwards went into business. This descendant of the 
Jagcllons is extremely practical in his ideas. He is a man of the times, 
and it is well for him that he is, for he is very wealthy, while many of his 
noble compatriots have been compelled to mortgage their estates to buy 
bread.” 

Tj^is information, which Monsieur de Liscoat evidently gave in perfect 
good faith, completely disconcerted Major George, who could not imagine 
why an exalted personage shouid have bribed a poor wretch to 

murder '"the countess ; besides, what possible object could he have had in 
doing it ? But he finally came to the conclusion that De Liscoat, like many, 
others, must be greatly mistaken in regard to this foreigner. 

“ But now 1 think of it, Jacques de Muire must know as much, if not 
more, about (^loly mine than I do,” continued the viscount. 

“No, I think not.” 

“ Then the poor countess could not have told him.” 

“ Told him what, pray ? ” 

AVhy that Golymine was her most aevoted admirer at Aix. He was 
ever at her side, and he must have told her all about himself. I don't 
much wonder that she kept it from Her husband, though, Muire is not a 
jealous man, still he would certainly have been greatly displeased at her 
compromising herself as she did.” 

. TJie major suddenly recollected the conversation that M4d(5ric had 
overheard between Liscoat and the Marquis cle Brangue at the restaurant 
on the (Tiarnps Elysees, and this being an excellent opportunity to settle 
some of the vexed questions in regard to Madame de Muire’s past, he 
instantly resolved to improve it. 

.“What!” he exclaimed, assuming an air of astonishment, “do you 
really think that the countess ” 

“ Was in love with Golymine ? ETe certainly never told me so. He is 
too well-bred to boast of his conquests, but every one at Aix thought so. 
1 suppose you are not ignorant of the fact that the lady had other lovers. " 

“ This is the first time I ever heard such a thing hinted.” 

. “ Indeed ! Really, you amaze me, my dear fellow. Everybody else 

has known it for the last fifteen years, and you yourself have been well 
acquainted with several of the favoured ones.” 

• “ Mention them.” 

“Colonel de Mestras was one,” 

“ Nothing will ever make me believe that.” 

“As you please, my dear major. It is by faith we are saved, and I 
•certainly shall not try to shako yours. Still you may rest assured that 1 
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am telling you the truth. People even asserted at the time that the 
colonel was Mademoiselle de Muire’s father.” * 

That is an atrocious lie ! Mestras left for Africa two years before 
Marqelle de Muire was born.” 

“ Ah I is that really so? By the way, now I think of it, why was the 
countess so bitterly opposed to her daughter’s marriage with the unfor- 
tunate young man in wliom you appear to take such an interest, an d who 
seeins likely to end so badly ? ” 

“ I have always felt a deep interest in him, and I am more and more 
firmly convinced that he is not guilty.” 

“You have a perfect right to your own opinion, of course. Stick to it, 
my dear fellow, and let us change the subject. Is poor Muire ruined 
financially, that he is trying to sell all his real estate ? ” 

“ He wishes to leave Paris and retire to the country.” 

“ He must have some reason for that. Between ourselves I should not 
be surprised if the countess has lost the enormous fortune she inherited 
from her fatlicr in unfortunate speculations. They say she has been 
dabViling in stocks of late, to console herself for a lack of adorers. Some 
gossips even pretend that she has lent large sums of money to several un- 
scrupulous people ” 

“ Such as Count Golymine, for example.” 

“You seem to dislike Golynuiic. Have you any just grounds of 
ojQfenco against him ? ” 

“ I don’t fancy his looks, that is all.” 

“ That is a mere matter of taste. I certainly have no reason to love 
him, for he has been winning money from mo like wild-tire. Still, I assure 
YOU that he is a very good sort of a fellow. Why, only a day or two ago, 
he was moving heaven and earth to save a poor wretch who was in imminent 
danger of losing his place somewhere or other. He took an interest in 
the fellow merely because he had known him at Monaco, where the j)<)or 
wretch lost all his money. But I hove no idea why I am telling you all 
this. Let us speak, instead, of that charming young woman, Mademoiselle 
de Muire’s governess. What is to become of her if our friend Jac({ae.s 
carries out his intention of retiring to the country ? His daughter is old 
enough to discontinue her studies; besides, she will marry one of these days. 
Even if she has no dowry, many a young man will be glad to marry her for 
the sake of her face. Still, I would greatly prefer to believe that poor 
Jacques is not yet reduced to penury. But in either case, the lovely 
H^l^ne will probably soon find herself without house or home. ” 

“Mademoiselle Lanoue, too, will probably marry,” said the major. 

“ Then she would make a very greet mistake. I am sure she would not 
commit such an act of folly. Marry a poor devil of a clerk, when she 
might live in luxury ! * Why, she would create a perfect fever among the 
Parisian youth, and become one of the leaders of the demi^Tnonde, I am sure. 
I would gladly do all in my power to secure her rapid advancement.”^ 

Georc© Roland looked the viscount straight in the eyes, and said in an 
eminently aggressive tone ; 

“Mademoiselle Lanoue is not only the instructress, but the friend of 
Mademoiselle de Muire. It has come to my ears that you have ventured* 
to speak of her disrespectfully before, I advise you not to be guilty of a 
like imprudence again. ” 

“An, ha!” sneered De Liscoat, “you undertake her defence very 
warpily.** 
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“ There is no necessity for saying anything in her defence, as her con- 
duct has always been irreproachable ; but I shall allow no one to attack her. 
You would do well to bear that in mind.*' 

The old fop decided not to take offence. 

Take care, major,” he said, smiling. “ If you constitute yourself this 
young lady’s champion, 1 shall begin to believe that you are in love with 
lEier yourself. ** 

* * Beli eve what you please, provide d you change the subject.’' 

“ Certainly, certainly, my dear" feiiow,”^ repli!^“the viscount, who did 
not seem to be at all anxious to pick a quarrel with this irascible protector 
of innocence; “but really I scarcely know what to talk about without 
giving offence. I’his is tlie only time I have ever had the pleasure of 
bfeak fasting with you, and it really grieves me to find that we do not seem 
to agree upon any subject. 1 begin by making an allusion to the former 
love-affairs of the poor countess, and you reply that I am slandering her. 
1 venture to express a doubt of young Mestras’s innocence ; you declare 
that you will vouch for it. Let us then return to Golymine, though we are 
not of the same mind even in regard to him.” 

^ The major was already beginning to regret that he had spoken so curtly. 
This was not the way to extort further information from the viscount ; be- 
sides, he felt that he had made a mistake in espousing Mademoiselle Lanoue’fl 
cause so warmly. A man, that is, unless he is a very old man, can 
scarcely defend a young lady without compromising her a little ; and the 
major, who thoroughly understood tliis, would have been glad to continue 
his conversation witli the viscount in a calmer strain. De Liscoat seemed 
resolved to afford him an opportunity, for he remarked ; 

“ I just met Golymine. He resides near here, in the Rue Boissy 
d’ Anglais, you know.” 

“ I was not aware of the fact.” 

“1 live on the Rue d ’Anjou, so we met on the Faubourg Saint-Honord 
thia morning, ajul had quite a chat. * 1 invited him to breakfast with me, 
but he had another engagement. It is a pity, as you seem anxious to find 
out of what kind a man ho is, and you might have studied him at your 
leisure. He is a capital guest, and the fable is a very good place to judge 
of a man’s cliaracter. However, if he purchases the Oaks, you will pro- 
bal>ly have plenty of opportunities of meeting him.” 

“01)! I am not particularly anxious about that. I am much more 
interested in his financial standing than in the man himself,” 

“I thought you had heard of his old flirtation with Madame de Muire, 
or I should not have said what 1 did. You must admit that there are 
strange chances in this life of ours. Here is Golymine, who probably 
hasn’t given the countess a thought* for several years, about to purchase 
the estate she left. Nor is this all. Just guess why he was unable to 
come and breakfast with me — to his great regret.” 

“ How can you expect me to guess ? ” 

“Well, would you believe it? he had been summoned to Versaillos. 
He was obliged to rush off almost at a run in order to catch the train.” 

. “ To Versailles ? What for ? ” 

“ He had been summoned there by tbe magistrate who is investigating 
the charge against young Mestras — summoned as a witness. Isn’t it 
strange, especially as he doesn’t know and has never even seen Monsieur 

Mestras ? ” „ 

The major, much less surprised at this news than Monsieur de Lisq^f; 
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gave no «ign of the satisfaction aroused hy this unexpected intelligence — a 
satisfaction mingled with uneasiness, however, for he could not decide 
what would be the result of Golymine’s unexpected appearance upon the 
st^ge of action, nor even the capacity in which the foreigner was about 
to appear before the investigating magistrate. Monsieur de Liscoat 
asserted that it was as a witness, but Monsieur de Liscoat was only 
repeating what Golymine had just told him, and evidently ignorant of the 
true history of the finding of the revolver by a railway guard, who was 
the very prot6g4 to whom he had referred a moment or two before. 
Hence the major felt some hope that this guard, on being closely ques- 
tioned by the magistrate, had finally confessed his guilt, and denounced 
Count Golymine as his accomplice. On the other hand, he strongly sus- 
pected that Golymine and MCderic must have met before the death of the 
countess, and that they were now on hostile terms ; for the major recol- 
lected that at Madame dc Muire’s funeral, M<^,d(^ric had refused the hand 
proffered by Golymine, and M<5d6ric would not have acted in this manner 
m a church, only a few steps from the bier, and under the very eyes of 
Marcelle*s father, if he had not had good reasons for his conduct. Conse; 
quently, if Golymine should be called upon to testify before the magistrate 
who had placed Meidt^ric in solitary confinement, his testimony would 
certainly be damaging to M^d^ric, and it was more than probable that lie 
had been summoned only as a witness, since he had gone to Versailles 
alone, and of bis own free will. If he had been under arrest, or even 
under the surveillance of an officer of the law. Monsieur de Liscoat would 
have been sure to notice the fact, and to mention it to the major, for he 
spared no one, not even his most intimate friends. 

“This much is certain,’* continued the viscount, “poor Golymine is 
not very well pleased. He is heaping curses upon the Versailles authori- 
ties, and also upon the young man who is the cause of all this trouble. 
The fact is, it is not very pleasant to be obliged to neglect one’s business 
and pleasure to pass the day in a stupid humdrum place like Versailles, 
to say nothing of the annoyance of being questioned as to matters one 
knows nothing about, and of perhaps being obliged to cool one’s heels for 
hours in the office of an investigating magistrate, for these gentlemen take 
their time in'^aling with their,,victims.” 

“ If Golymine knows nothing about the affair, they will not detain him 
long,” George said, principally for the sake of saying something. 

As the antiquated beauts conversation no longer interested him, he was 
anxious to get rid of him as soon as possible, in order that he might pro- 
ceed to carry into execution a plan^ that Monsieur de Liscoat had just 
suggested to him, without suspectingjt. Golymine was now at Versailles, 
and the major said to himself that this would bo an excellent time for him 
to present himself before the investigating magistrate, not to again solicit 
the permission to visit M6d6ric, which had been twice refused him already, 
but to tell the magistrate what he had learned about Maurevers’s ante- 
cedents and his connection with the count. This stej) might be rather 
premature, but he would have ample time for reflection during the journey 
from Paris to Versailles ; besides, there was a chance of meeting Golymine^ 
in or about the Palace of Justice, and in that case this real or pretended 
count could not refuse to tell him why he had been summoned, for Goly- 
mine would naturally desire to avoid a setnblance of anything like mystejjy 
with one of Monsieur de Mestras’s friends. This programme was based 
upc& mere conjecture, but instinct impelled George to make the jounjgy, i 
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%nd ho bad a presentiment that it would iTot prove futile. The repast was 
fast drawing to a close. Coffee had been served, and Monsieur de Lisebat 
was prejiaring to light a cigar. 

“ Do you think that Jacques would be pleased to see me if I shoul.d call 
on him before my departure for Trouville, my dear major ? ” he asked 
carelessly. 

“lie has received no visitors up to the present time,” replied George, 
evasively. 

“ No one but Golymine, and Golymine called on buRiness I think it 
would be better for ine to deny myself tlie pleasure, perhaps. My visit 
might not be agreeable to him, and it might embarrass the young ladies, 
Rj 1 will abstain, and if I should not see you again before my departure, I 
assure you that 1 shall retain a very pleasant recollection of our breakfast 
together. ” 

Having said this, the viscount, who had previously asked for his bill 
and i)aid it, rose and offered his hand to George Roland, who did not 
refuse it, though the old fop’s disrespectful remarks about Mademoiselle 
Lanoue still rankled in his bieast. 

“We jmrt friends, do we not ? ” said De Liscoat, smiling, and balancing 
Jiimself iilternately upon liia heels and toes, like a marquis of the olden 
time. 

George bowed his assent, and saw liim depart with pleasure, for he was 
impatient to regain his freedom. He did not regret his interview with the 
viscount, though the information he had oxtor^d from him in regard to 
Golymine's past was rather vague in its nature. Still, it was something 
to have learned that this mysterious individual had just been summoned 
before the investigating magistrate, and that he had recently been 
interesting himself in tj)o welfare of a poor devil who had lost all his 
moncjy at Monaco. Though the viscount had not entered into particulars, 
this protcg6 was evidently the guard who had played such a singular rSle 
in tho afiair of the revolver, and this fact, w’hich George Roland had just 
verified, might be the beginning of a series of startling discoveries which 
would prove of the greatest service to M6deric. 


IX. 


It was necessary to act immediately, however, and the major did not lose 
a moment. Hastily paying his bill, he started for the station, which ho 
reached just in time to catch the half-past eleven train for Versailles, 
The train was not crowded, for Parisians rarely visit the Palace or go -to 
see tlio fountains play except on Sundays, and the major found himself 
alone in a compartment with a very respectable-looking, but extremely 
portly man— a worthy citizen, who seemed likely to prove a rather tire- 
some travelling companion. All went well until they reached the junction 
at Asni^res. George had been <juietly smoking his cigar, and his 
companion had spent most of his time in looking out of the window, 
though he was evidently dying to enter into conversation. The costume 
of this worthy citizen strikingly resembled that of the legendary Joseph 
Prudhomme, as created by the celebrated author, Henry Monnicr. It 
consisted of a blue coat wdth gilt buttons, a white cravat, and a waist- 
coat of the same hue, nankeen trousers, a broad -brimmed hat, and a 
shirt-collar so tall that it rasped his ears. The resemblance, too, was as 
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striking in future, aa in attire,' for lie had the same projecting chin and* 
prominent nose adorned by gold-bowed spectacles. At any other time 
Ueorge Roland would have been secretly amused by this rather grotesque 
specimen of mankind, but he was too deeply preoccupied now to pay 
.much attention to the peculiar-looking person chance had given him for a 
travelling companion. When the train paused, just beyond the bridge at 
Asni^res, at the junction with the Saint-Germain line, the worthy man 
uttered a profound sigh, and muttered between his teeth, though sufficiently 
loud to be distinctly heard : 

“ I regret that business calls me to the chief town of the department of 
Seine-et-Oise to-day, instead of to the charming little town where Louis 
XIV was born.” 

The major feigned that he did not think it possible that this remark 
could be addressed to him, and surveyed the speaker very much as he 
would have surveyed a savage from the Island of liorneo. 

“Yes,” continued the stout man, imperturbably, “I should like to 
have another look at the scene of a crime whicli was perpetrated under my 
very eyes — and yet without my knowledge. ” 

This apparent contradiction excited the major’s curiosity, and the idea 
that it might have reference to Madame de Muiie's death occurring to him, 
he decided to reply. 

“Pardon, me, sir,” he began; “but I think you must be speaking 
to me, though I haven’t the slightest idea what you mean.” 

“ I admit that my language was rather ambiguous,” replied the other, 
with a complacent smile ; “ but I thought you might guess my meaning. 

I was referring to an affair which all Paris was talking about three weeks 
ago, and of which, you, sir, must certainly have seen an account in the 
papers. A lady, a countess, was killed between Cliatou and V^sinet by b 
bullet fired from a Saint-Germain train.” 

** What ! were you in the train at the time ? ” exclaimed the major. 

“Yes, sir ; and the strangest thing wks that I knew nothing at all aboul 
it at the time. I did notice the lady who was surrounded by quite c 
party, but the train was going so rapidly that I only caught a glimpse oi 
her. I did not have time to see her fall, nor did I hear the report of the 
pistol. It was not until the next tlay that I heard of the catastrophe, 
Take notice, too, sir, that the compartment in which 1 was seated wai 
full, and that my travelling-companions saw and heard no more than 1 did.’ 

“That was certainly very extraordinary, and very unfortunate, too, aj 
you wore, of course, unable to give the authorities the slightest informatioi 
on the subject.” 

“ Of course not. Had I been able to ’throw any light upon the mystery, 
you may rest assured that I should have lost no time in giving my testimony 
before a magistrate, and, between ourselves, I am almost sorry that I di(] 
not do so after all. I haven’t much to tell, it is true; but in such cases the 
merest trifles sometimes serve as valuable clues. ” 

“ What did you notice ? ” 

“ Notice is not exactly the word. It was a reflection that occurred tr 
me too late to be of any service, I fear. I recollected the next day thal 
my neighbor in the railway-carriage acted very strangely. In the first 
place he j nipped into the carriage at Chatou while the train was in motion, 
and nearly tumbled over me. Afterwards, he was continually moving 
about, and stretching his neck to the uttermost, in o/der to look out of the 
window. In short, he acted like a lunatic. At VCsinet, he jumped out 
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upon the platform, without waiting for the train to stop, and rushed’ off ' 
like a man who had just committed some terrible crime. This person, 
however, could not have been the murderer, as the crime was oompiitted 
between the stations of Chatou and V^sinet.” 

“ Then what is your idea about him ? ” 
think he was probably an accomplice.” 

“An aecomplice, sir?” exclaimed the major, “You certainly cannot 
think that. In what possible way could this man, who was sitting beside 
you, have aided the assassin, who must have been in some other compart- 
ment, if not in another carriage ? ” 

“ That is something I am utterly unable to explain,” replied Monsieur 
Prudhomme gravely, “but I pride myself on being a pretty clever 
physiognomist, and I am very rarely mistaken in the opinion I form of a 
person. It struck me at once that my neighbour had a very bad face ; and 
you must admit that his both entering and leaving the carriage whilst the , 
train was in motion was very singular, to say the least. ” 

“You are nothing more nor less than a fool, my good man,” thought | 
George Roland, “ and I did very wrong to take any notice of you.” 

“Besides,” continued this brilliant logician, “ it is not unreasonable to 
suppose that this man was the instigator of the crime, and that some other 
scoundrel committed it. The two miscreants probably separated at Chatou | 
to meet in the woods near Vesinet a couple of hours later.” 

The major was no longer paying the slightest attention to the old fogy’s 
al)surd reasoning. A new ielea had suddenly occurred to him. He recol- ; 
lected the explanation given by M6d4ric, a few minutes after Madame de , 
M Hire’s death, and that account harmonised so perfectly with the one , 
given by this sexagenarian that George now thought only of clearing up ; 
the one remaining doubt which troubled him. 

“ What kind of a looking person was the man you took for an aocom- 
plioe ? ” he asked, brusquely. • 

“ Very good-looking, and dressed in the height of fashion,” replied the 
old gentleman, “and this last fact strengthens me in my opinion. 
The crime must have been committe^lor money by a vile subordinate, 
and judging from appearances this yoting gentleman was quite rich enough ; 
to hire some one to do his dirty work for him.” 

“ He was young, then? ” 

“ Twenty-five or thirty, I should say. He was tall, dark-complexioned, 
and quite slim, with a long brown moustache curled the ends. He was i 
rather a handsome fellow, but intolerable as a neighbour,^ He seemed ! 
unable to keep still a second. Due would have supposed that he 'had 
quicksilver in his veins, and he was continually 'Reading on my toes.” 

“Would you recognise him if you should see him again ? ” interrupted 
George. 

“ Yes, certainly. His was one of those faces a person is not likely to 
forget. But I;>have not met him since, unfortunately. He is probably 
hiding somewli(|p|^ but if I should ever happen to meet him again I shall 
certainly ^ive him into custody.” 

“ And if you were brought into his presence, would you be willing to 
repeat before witnesses all you have just told me? ” 

“ Yes,” replied the good matt^ though not without some hesitation. 

“ But of course I should not like to compromise myself.” 

“ You could hardly compromise yourself by telling the truth,” ^ 

“ That is toie ; but there are responsibilitiei^rom which one naturally 
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Bhnnks ; and if it should be a matter of dooming a man to death, I should 
certainly stop to think twice. In the first place, I am a strong advocate 
for the abolition of capital punishment. 1 have been sworn as a juror 
several times, and I have always refused to give a vote which might send 
a fellow- creature to the scaffold.’’ 

‘‘That is your way of thinking, it is'not mine, though. Still, this is 
an entirely different matter. It is a question of saving an innocent man.” 

“Oh ! in that case I should not hesitate an instant. It would be a 
duty I owed to humanity, and I pride myself on being a philanthropist. 
But excuse, me, air, I don’t exactly understand what you are driving at, 
and before binding myself in any way 1 should like to know to whom^.I 
have the honour of speaking.” 

“ I am Major Roland, a retired army officer ; and now you know me, 
I hope you will be good enough to tell me your name.” 

- “ William Postel, a retired merchant, and formerly President of the 

Chamber of Commerce.” 

“ Then I have to deal with an honourable man, and can speak without 
any reserve whatever. First of all, sir, you must understand that I 
depend upon your assistance in correcting a judicial error which may be 
terrible in its consequences. ” 

“In that case you can certainly count upon me. I never can think of 
that terrible Lesurque case without a shudder ; and I should be glad, 
indeed, to prevent anything like a repetition of it, though I don’t exactly 
see how I am to do it. ” 

“ I only ask you to accompany me into the presence of an investigating 
magistrate when we reach Versailles.** 

“ And for what purpose, pray ? ** 

“ To request him to confront you immediately with a prisoner who is 
no other than the young man of whom you have just spoken — the poison 
who travelled in the same compartmp 2 nt with you on the day of the 
tragedy at Chatou.” 

“ There ! I knew that you wanted me to assist in securing his con- 
viction. I tell you, once for all, that you need expect no aid from me.” 

“ On the contrary, I wish to pr5vo his innocence, and your testimony 
will suffice to prove it if I can prevail upon you to accompany me. He is 
now in solitary confinement ; but no conscientious magistrate could 
refuse to let you see a prisoner whose i oleaso would be assured by a word 
from you.” 

“ What ! by a word from me ? ** 

“Unquestionably. You have only »to say : ‘ I recognise this gentle- 
man, and I solemnly sw^ear that on the 1 0th of June last he entered, at 
Chatou, a train in which I was travelling, and afterwards left it at 
V^sinet.* If you were an irresponsible person the judge would perhaps 
pay no attention to your assertions; but when you give your name he 
will know that a man of undoubted respectability and well-known 
probity stands before him ; and if, before deciding to permit the con- 
frontation, he should desire further information about you, we shall have 
no difficulty in obtaining it.” 

“ I flatter myself that it will be of a perfectly satisfactory character,” 
said Monsieur Postel, drawing himself up, “ and if I can save an innocent 
man in the way you have indicated, I shall only be doing my duty. But 
I do not yet understand how I can be of any service to the accused, even 
if he ^ould prove to be the same person who travelled with me. 1 shair 
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be obliged to tell the whole truth if I say anything, and he acted so 
strangely that ** 

“ I can explain why he seemed so anxious and restless. He is 
•accused of having fired the fatal shot himself, and your testimony will 
prove that this was impossible. As for the charge of complicity, I had 
not thought of that, I confess ; but that will fall to the ground."' 

The worthy merchant shook his head dubiously. He still clung to liis 
first idea, probably because he had very few of them, and it was difficnilt 
to dislodge those that* had once taken possession* of his brain. Ho felt 
firmly convinced that the young man who had trodden upon his toes, 
in Jiis haste to leave the carriage, must have been steeped in crime ; and 
all the arguments in the world would not convince him to the contrary. 
Obstinate people, in the end, always gain more or less influence over those 
who oppose them ; and Monsieur Postel was so positive liimself that the 
major finally began to wonder if the worthy man might not have good 
grounds for the fear that his testimony would effect no material change in 
the condition of aflfairs, though it was absurd to suppose that Mederic had 
bribed any one to murder Madame de Muirc for him. 

So the major resolved to insist upon his travelling-companion accom- 
panying him to the office of the investigating magistrate. He even 
resolved, in case of a refusal, to compel this timid old man to tell what he 
knew ; and to do this he would only have to ascertain his address and 
mention him to the investigating magistrate as a witness it W'ould be well 
to summon. 

‘‘Are you really so much interested in this young man?” inquired 
Monsieur Postel, sighing. 

“ Yes ; he is the son of the brave Colonel de Mestras, who was my 
superior in command, and who fell on the field of Gravelotte, charging at 
the head of his regiment,” replied Major George, proudly. 

“ In that case, I can very easily Understand the chagrin you must feel 
at the unfortunate position in which he is placed. ” 

“ 1 shall get him safely out of the scrape if you will only consent to 
accompany n)e to the Palace of Justice. I shall be infinitely obliged to 
you if you will ; and you will be perforfning a most worthy action, as you 
will be the means of restoring to liberty and honour a worthy young man 
who is unjustly accused.” 

“1 would not hesitate if I were not afraid of injuring him ; but I can- 
not help thinking that I shall do him moie harm than good if I tell all I 
saw.” 

“ I will take the responsibility.”* 

The merchant was about to make some fresh objections, but before he 
had time to frame them into words, the train stoppert^aT Saint-Cloud, and 
four passengere; inttCtrgst them afi officer and a lady, entered the compart- 
•ment. 

The conversation being of such a nature that it could not be continued 
in the presence of strangers, George Koland abandoned it, promising him- 
• self not to lose sight of his man on the arrival of the train ; and Monsieur 
Postel embraced the opportunity to relapse into a majestic but prudent 
silence. This highly-respectable individual was not a man of impulse by 
finy means, and he had an intense fear of finding himself involved in any 
disreputable affair. The distance from Saint-Cloud to Versailles is a 
short one, and in about a quarter of an hour the train reachec^ the 
latter station. The passengers alighted',* and Monsieur Postel was pre-. 
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paring to leave the carriage, after touching his hat politely to the prisoner s 
champion; but the major took him unceremoniously by the arm and said in 
firm but courteous tones : 

I rely upon your promise, sir.” 

“I promised nothing,” stammered Monsieur Postel. 

“Pardon me, but you said you would accompany me to the office of the 
investigating magistrate if you could be of any service to the accused. 1 
assure you that you can save him, so you cannot refuse to accompany me.” 

“ Nothing would give me greater pleasure ; but I came to Versailles to 
conclude a business transaction with a brother merchant. He is waiting 
for me now ” 

“ Where does he live ? ” 

“ In the Avenue de Sceaux — ” 

“ Very well, the Palace of Justice is not a step out of your vay ; and I 
know that the magistrate is in his office. We will request an audicuco, 
he will grant it, and you will be detained only a few moments.” 

The worthy man, being unable to find any other excuse, did not venture 
to offer any further resistance, but allowed himself to be dragged off in the 
direction of the Palace of Justice by the energetic major. 

“ Ah ! my dear sir,” that gentleman exclaimed as ho led his victim to- 
ward the Avenue Saint-Cloud, “what a noble part you are about to play ! 
I quite envy you. To save an innocent man is an even grander thing than 
to win a battle.” 

This comparison being eminently pleasing to Monsieur Postel’s self-love, 
he replied with a complacent smile : 

“ It is a much more difficult matter sometimes.” 

“ Yoli are right ! ” exclaimed the major. “ Here have I been moving 
heaven and earth for the past tliree weeks in my efforts to prove that this 
young man is innocent, and have not mride the slightest progress thus far, 
tor the poor fellow is still in solitary «confiucment. If I had not met you I 
do not think tliere would have been the smallest chance of getting him out 
of the scrape. Fortunately there is a l^rovidence that watclies over ns 
continually ; and this morning it inspired me with the idea of entering the 
same compartment with you. I fV»el unspeakably grateful to it, and shall 
continue to feel so, even if I should derive no further advantage from it 
than the honour of having made yonr acquaintance.” 

“The honour is mine, sir,” replied the good man in his deepest bass 
voice. “ I revere the army, and admire and love onr soldiers.” 

“Then you must be glad to come to the aid of the bravest and truest 
soldier I ever knew.” 

“ I should be prouc^. indeed to do so ; but you just told me that he was 
in solitary confinement, and in that case we shall not be able to see him.” 

“That will not prevent us from seeing him in the presence of witnesses ; 
and even if I, being a personal friend of his, should not he allowed to com- 
municate with the prisoner you, w'ho are in a position to establish an alibi 
in his favour, will certainly be allowed to do so. A magistrate wrho should 
refuse to bring you face to face with him would be guilty of a br'pach of the 
law.” 

“ But what if I should be mistaken ? What if I should not be able to 
identify the young man ? In that case, don’t you think this step would 
prove an injury to him ? ” 

The major had not foreseen this possibility, but he wis not easily 
daunted. Besides, he recollected the de'seription Medt^ric had given him, 
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of a stout man into whose lap he had fallen W'heii he jumped into the car- 
riage at Cliatoii, and this description corresponded so perfectly with the 
former president of the Chamber of Commerce that there was little lyaom 
for doubt. 

“ Oh ! there is not the slightest danger,’* replied George ; at least, not 
so far as ho is concerned, and when the magistrate learns who you are he 
certainly will not suspect you of being in league with the prisoner, nor will 
he be likely to consider a very excusable error a crime. Consequently 
thei’c is nothing to prevent us from making the attempt. If we succeed,- 
so much the better ; if we fail, no harm will be done.” 

“ So be it ! ” sighed Monsieur Postel ; ** but if the affair turns gut badly 
1 ijtiall wash my hands of it. 

^ Til at is understood, breourse. In half an hour we shall know where 
we stand.’’ 

The major was too sanguine, for the old gentleman, whose movements 
were greatly retarded by his stoutness, did not walk much more rapidly 
than a tortoise. They were still in the Avenue Saint-Cloud, and if they 
proceeded at this slow rate, ran a great risk of not finding the investigating 
magistrate in liis oliice. But there seemed to be no way of getting M onsieur 
l^ostel along any faster, for he had to stop every minute or two to take 
breath, so the major was obliged to bear the delay as best he could. 
When they were about lialf-way up the Avenue, the good man asked per- 
mission to sit dowm and rest a moment on a bench, and there being no help 
for it, Major Roland consented. During this enforced halt, the major 
suddenly perceived two men engaged in animated conversation under the 
trees about twenty yards from him. One was standing with his back 
towards him, but the other was facing him, and this one wore the frock 
coat and cap ti immed wdth gold lo-ce of an employe of the Western Railway 
Company. 'J’his fact naturally excited the major’s curiosity, and ho at 
once proceeded to scrutinise the features of the individual who strikingly 
losemblcd the portrait that Mademoiselle Lanoue had drawn of the 
Princess Orbitello’s husband. He had not time for a very prolonged survey, 
liowever, for the colloquy suddenly terminated, and the two men walked 
off, each in a difl'crent direction. The railway employes proceeded up the 
Avenue, in the direction of the Place d’Arrnes, the other came straight 
towards the bench where the major was keeping guard over Monsieur 
Postel, and George Roland was not a little surprised to see that tlie man 
who liad been standing wdth his back toward them was Count (iolymine ; 
surprised, but not by any means displeased, for he had just discovered him 
in close conversation with a man wJho was undoubtedly the guard men- 
tioned by Marcelle’s governess. And after a little reflection, George ceased 
to feel any astonishment at finding Golymine at Versailles. Monsieur de 
Inscoat had W’arned him that Golymine w as there, and he li.ad only for an 
instant forgotten that he himself liad made the journey chiefly in the hope 
of meeting the count in or about the Palace. His wdsh was gratified, for 
Golymine, who had seen him, did not seem to think of beating a retreat. 
.On the contrary, he made his w^ay straight towards the spot where the 
major was still standing, for the latter was resolved not to leave Monsieur 
Postel, whatever happened, as that gentleman might take it into his head 
to decamp at the first opportunity; besides, he was not sorry to have a 
^ witness present at the impending interview. Golymine, however, did not 
seem to pay the slightest attention to the good man who sat enthr^^ned 
upon the bench, but bowed to the major, and said politely : 
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* “ You know who I am, sir, as the Count de Muire did me the honour 
to introduce me to you yesterday, so I surely can beg you to give me your 
attention for a few moments.’* 

Certainly, sir. What do you wish to say to me ? ” 

” A most extraordinary thing has happened. I l^ave just been sum- 
moned before the examining magistrate in this town, at. the request of the 
unfortunate young man who is accused of the murder of Madame de Muire.'* 

‘‘What ! at his request ? ” 

“ Yes ; and ho has made a very great mistake. -Would you believe it, 
he told the magistrate who is investigating the affair. that on the evening 
following the crime, I was lying in wait for him at the door of his house, 
and that I proposed a bargain to him ? ” 

“ I do not understand.” 

“Nor did I. It took the magistrate some time to make me understand 
what this young man accused me of. According to his account, I told 
him that I had found a revolver, upon which his name was engraved, in 
one of the railway carriages, and promised not to surrender it to the 
authorities on condition that ho would speak a good word for me, and 
treat me courteously when I met him at the house of the Count de Muire, 
threatening to denounce him if he refused to consent to this arrangement. 
In a word, I attempted to levy a sort of blackmail upon him, and he 
haughtily rejected my proposals. Take note, if you please, that I had no 
prior acquaintance with Monsieur de Mestras, and that I did not stand in 
the slightest need of his assistance in conducting my negotiations with 
Monsieur de Muire. You had abundant proof of this fact yesterday, as 
you were at the Oaks while wo were settling the price of the estate which 
the count has sold to me. Take note, too, that I had not the slightest 
idea where Monsieur de Mestras was living, which fact alone would have 
prevented me from going to call on him. The whole story is so absurd 
that I cannot even guess his object Jn inventing it. To tell the truth, I 
am beginning to believe that he is not in his right mind. ” 

“ The magistratef does not seem to share yoiir' opinion, as he sent for 
you to ask an explanation.’* 

“ The one I gave him was very simple, i assured him that there was 
not a single word of truth in Monsieur de Mestras *s story, and defied the 
young man to produce the slightest evidence in support of his assertions ; 
whereupon he flew into a furious passion, and heaped so many insults 
upon me that the magistrate sent him back to prison. This interview 
with me, for which I hear the unfortunate young man has been clamouring 
ever since this day of his arrest, has bad no other effect than to strengthen 
the convictions of the magistrate, who believes him guilty. I pity him 
with all my heart, and knowing that you take a deep interest in him, I 
felt it my duty to inform you of what has just taken place in the 
magistrate’s office.” 

“ I am greatly obliged to you, sir, but ” 

“ You probably know that some one found, a few days after the crime, 
a revolver which I have never seen any more than I had seen Monsieur de 
Mestras before he was brought into my presence in the magistrate’s 
office.” . 

“ Your^m^emory has played you false. You saw him at Madame de 
Muire*sTiiueraT. I Was present, and so Were you.” 

‘‘ True ! and it is quite possible that I did see the young man there, 
but I did not know him personally, and so failed to notice him.” 
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“ Then how did it happen that yon offefed him your hand ? ’ 

if 1 9 » 

“ Most assuredly, and he withheld his.” 

‘‘ Your eyes must have deceived you, sir ; and as you are pleased to 
'regard the matter in this light it is useless for us to discuss the matter 
further,” replied Monsieur de Golymine, with a piqued air. “ I do not 
know whether or not we shall meet again at Mon^^tUft de Muire’s house, 
but I should prefer that my acquaintance with you should .terminate from 
this moment. 

And without waiting for any response, Golymine passed on. George 
Roland offered no objection, but turning to Monsieur Postel, who had not 
n^ved during this short dialogue, he said : 

“ You heard the conversation, did you not? ” 

“ Yes, but I did not understand it.’* 

“ But you have seen the man. Ah, well, remember his face and his 
words. It was he who murdered Madame de Muire. And now come and 
help me to save an innocent man who will suffer for that scoundreEs crime 
if you do not interfere.” 

“What!” exclained Monsieur Postel, “that welldressed, stylish- 
looking gentleman ” 

“ Has either committed murder himself, or hired some one to do it for 
liim,” replied the major. “ I did doubt his guilt, but 1 doubt it no longer, 
and I shall show the miscreantmo further mercy. I am going to denounce 
him to the magistrate, and you will be ready to testify that we just now 
saw him in close conversatiojx with an employed of the Western Kitilway,” 

“ That is true, and the gentleman seems to belong to the upper classes. 
But from the mere fact of seeing him in conversation with an inferior it 
would be rash to conclude ” 

“ That he has committed an atrocious crime. You are right. But I 
have other proofs, and I entreat you to accompany me to the Palace 
witnout a moment’s delay. If we* wait any longer, we shall arrive too 
late, and I am anxious to end this matter to-day ” 

The ex-president of the Chamber of Commerce rose with a sigh He 
had made up his mind to accompany the major, but he did not accom- 
pany him very cheerfully. These complications alarmed him the more 
f]-om the fact that he did not understand them, and he was very much 
afraid that he should find himself involved in a criminal suit in which he 
took very little interest. He regretted having given so much license to 
his tongue, and he was quite right, since it was a single imprudent 
admission that had caused him all this annoyance If he had not boasted 
of travelling with the assassin on tfie lOth of June, the major would never 
have thought of asking for his testimony. All regrets were useless, how- 
ever, for in the present state of hings there was nothing for him to do 
but make the best of it. So he liasteiicd on, leaning upon the arm of 
George Roland, who redoubled his attentions to this valuable auxiliary. 
On reaching the Palace, they learned that the investigating magistrate 
was still in his office. 

“ Have you one of your visiting-cards about you ? ” inquired the major, 
turning to his companion 

Tlie good man drew one from his note-case. Beneath his name was 
engraved his former title of President of the Chamber of Commerce. This 
was precisely what George Roland had hoped for, and he at once pro- 
ceeded to add these woreJe ; “ Requests an interview, in order to make a 



A* HAIL WAY TRAGEDY. 


^.jamunication respecting the'Chatou murder.” He then handed this 
Avd, with one of his own, to an usher, who returned in about five minutes 
to announce that the magistrate was ready to see them. Monsieur PosteTs 
title- had produced its effect. They entered the office together, and found 
themselves in the presence of a middle-aged man, whose open and intelli- 
gent face had nothing alarming about it. George knew him already from 
having been (piestioned by him on the day following Madame de Muire’s 
death, and had no fault to find with him, with the exception of the fact 
that he had placed M^dc'jric in solitary confinement. Monsieur Postel, 
who had never seen him before, began to feel a little more comfortable on 
finding himself face to face with an unassuming gentleman, who received 
him with a courtesy that was slightly tinged with deference. The major 
was less graciously received ; but he understood why, and hastened to 
say : 

“ Rest assured, sir, that I should not have ventured to i)resent myself 
here unsummoned if my only errand had been to again request permission 
to visit Monsieur de Mestras in his cell. Y ou have refused to grant me 
this favour twice already ” 

“ And I am still unable to grant it,” interiipted the magistrate, shaking 
his head. “ The situation has become even more complicated within the 
past few days, and the case is one in which the painful measure of solitar}^ 
confinement must be enforced and maintained until the conclusion of the 
investigation. But I am strenuously endeavouring to obtain all possible 
light upon the subject, and it was this desire that made me consent to 
listen to the communication this gentleman wishes to make to me. ” 

This evidently meant : “ My consent to admit you is due simply to the 
fact that you are in company with a former dignitary, and it is from him 
alone that I wish an explanation. ” 

The major guessed this much correctly, but as he had grave doubts of 
the clearness of Monsieur Postel ’s powers of narration, he pretended not 
to understand the remark, and hastily proceeded to describe the circum- 
stances of his meeting with this highly respectable merchant, who had 
travelled on the day of the murder in the same compartment with a young 
man whose personal appearance, corresponded exactly with that of 
M6d6ric de Mestras. Monsieur Postel confined liimself to approving nods 
of the head, and when George had concluded the magistrate, who had 
listened very attentively, but nut without an occasional grimace, seemed 
by no means convinced. 

“ I do not suspect you of the slightest desire to mislead rne, nor do I 
entertain the slightest doubt of the truth of the statements this gentleman 
has made to you,” he remarked. “I do not even refuse to verify them ; 
but unfortunately this 'affair is so complicated that I cannot take too 
many precautions to prevent myself from making any mistake. That is 
something I very narrowly escaped doing just now, for the i^riaoner under- 
took to defend himself by imputing the crime of which he is accused to 
another ^rson.” 

“ To Count Golymine, was it not ? ” interrupted George. 

“ How do you know ? ” 

“ Golymine told me so himself. I just met him in the Avenue Saint- 
Cloud. He knows me from having seen me at Monsieur de Muire’s hous(^ 
so he had the assurance to accost me and tell me that he had juiit been 
confronted by Monsieur de Mestras in your presence ” 

“Me must also have told you that Mousieur de Mestras lied in 
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pretending to have received certain overtures from him in regard to the 
missing revolver.” 

“ fie did tell me so, and I replied that it was he, Golymine, who, told 
• a falsehood in denying that he had ever seen Monsieur de Mestras before 
he met him in your ohice. He knew Mestras so well that at Madame de 
Muire’s funeral he offered him a hand, which the young man refused to 
take. I can produce others who will testify to this fact, if you desire 
it.” 

“ Tliat proves nothing > but you, sir, must have seen the prisoner 
frequently between the day of the crime and that of liis arrest, and in 
tlyit case he would certainly have said something to you about this 
nocturnal interview with Monsieur Golymine in a public square, and about 
this most improbable attempt at blackmail by a person whose integrity 
has never before been questioned.” 

The major was not prepared for this home-thrust, and it disconcerted 
him a little. The same objection had occurred to him more than once, 
and he had never l»cen able to find a satisfactory explanation, but ho was 
too honest to conceal the truth. 

“Yes,” he said, unhesitatingly, “I did see Monsieur de Mestras in 
his own rooms on tlie morning after Madame de Muire’s death, and 'he did 
not say a word to me about Golymine ; but immediately after the crime he 
discovered that he had lost on the train a revolver, upon wliich his name 
was engraved. He wished to have a search made for it, and to claim it, 
but 1 advised him not to do so.” 

“ All the more reason that he should have told you of his alleged con- 
versation with Monsieur de Golymine, it seems to me.” 

“ He did not do so, I have no idea why, but there is nothing to pre- 
vent you from asking him. Besides, it is in your power to convince your- 
self that it was utterly impossible for Monsieur de Mestras to have fired 
at Madame de Muire. How could he have used his revolver if he travelled 
from Chatou to V6sinet in the same compartment with Monsieur Postel? 
You can satisfy yourself of this fact at once if you wish. I do not ask to 
be present at tlie interview', but I beseech you to send for Monsieur de 
Mestras. If Monsieur Postel recognises him, then Monsieur de Mestras is 
innocent. ” 

The magistrate made no reply. He had remained standing, and so had 
the other gentlemen, and as he talked with them he walked up and down 
his office, wdiich w^as lighted by two windows, one of whicli was open. 
After reflecting some time, he paused near that one, and beckoned 
Monsieur Postel to approach, as if desiring to speak to him in private. 
The w^orthy merchant obeyed, without comprehending, and seeing that the 
magistrate was looking out of the wdndow w'hich opened upon an inner 
court- yard, involuntarily did the same. Almost instantly a deep flush 
ov^erspread his placid face ; he adjusted his spectacles in order to see more 
distinctly, his lips parted, and he was about to utter a loud exclamation 
w'hen the magistrate seized him by the arm and hastily pulled him back. 

“ That is he ! ” murmured Postel; “that is the young man who trod 
upon my toes wdicn ho left the train at V^sinet.” 

The magistrate closed the window ; then, turning to tlie unsummoned 
witness, asked : “ Are you sure of it ? ” 

“ Perfectly sure. I recognised him the moment I set my eyes on him. 
I. should know him among a thousand. He is one of those faces a person 
ia not likely to forget. 1 am willing to swear to it, if necessary, ” 
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“Very well, sir. Will you be so kind as to hold yourself at my 
disposal for a day or two ? I should like to confront the prisoner with 
you* in the usual way, and have my clerk take down your formal deposi- 
tion. The investigation will have to bo begun over again, for your testi-‘ 
mony is of the utmost importance. The identification would have been much 
le^s conclusive if I had proceeded otherwise, if 1 had ushered you formally 
into the presence of Monsieur de Mestras, for instance ; but you could 
have no suspicion that it was he who was crossing the court-yard, and yet 
you recognised him instantly. The proof is conclusive. ” 

“Yes, unquestionably,” exclaimed the major, “and you will im- 
mediately declare the prisoner’s innocence proven.” o 

“ You must allow me to reserve my decision upon this point, sir. The 
mystery has not yet been cleared up, by any means, and until I have 
discovered the man who used the revolver, so unfortunately lost by the 
prisoner ” 

“ That man is the guard who gave up the weapon four days after the 
crime, and it was Monsieur Golymine who bribed this' man to assassinate 
Madame de Muire. I have told you so before, and I wdll prov-e it.” 

‘ ■ You will be called upon to give your testimony on this point when I 
think proper, sir,” said the magistrate, drily. “ The audience I granted 
you to-day is ended, and I must beg you to retire.” 

One cannot dispute the decision of a magistrate when he is engaged in 
the exercise of his official duties, and the major left the office in a furious 

E assion, but full of hope, for M<^*ddric’s speedy release seemed certain. In 
is opinion it was merely a question of time. 

“ Didn^t I toll you that they would suspect him of complicity ? ” mnr- 
muied Monsieur Postel, greatly to Major Roland’s surprise, as they 
descended the steps of the ralaco side by side. 


X. 


So the major returned to Paris only moderately -well satisfied with tlie 
result of liis trip to Versailles. He returned alone. Monsieur Posted hav- 
ing left him at the gateway of the Palace to go and attend to some business 
matters. The major had taken down the address of the worthy merchant, 
wdio resided on the Rue de la Verrerie, and resolved to see him again, as 
it would henceforth be only through him that he could hope to gain news 
of the investigation which the magiftraie was about to begin upon an 
entirely different basis. * ]^>ut he did not place much reliance upon the 
efforts of the former president of the Chamber of Commerce. . He relied 
chiefly upon himself, and yet he did not attempt to blind himself to the 
fact that V>y a rash impulse, which he deeply regretted, he had just closed 
the door of the investigating magistrate’s office against himself. McVhjric’s 
situation had unquestionably improved, for he could no longer be accused 
of having fired the shot which killed Madame de Muire ; but, as the 
W’orthy Postel had foreseen, a suspicion of complicity had instantly arisen. 
An alibi had been established, but to prove that a man has not bribed 
some other person to commit a crime is a much more difficult matter. 
When the perpetrator of the crime is known, the aspect of the case under- 
goes an entire change ; and this is almost always the condition in which 
it i»» brought into the court. The perpetrator of the crime has been 
.arrested, and the accomplices do not appeampoa the scene until afterwards, 
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when the principal has denounced them, or the aifthorities have succeeded 
in discovering them ; and when they are unjustly accused, they have it in 
their power to defend themselves by proving, for instance, that they have 
never had any intercourse with the culprit. It was in this w’ay that 
M^d^ric would have defended himself if the assassin of the countess had 
been under lock and key ; but, under the existing circumstances, w’hat could, 
he do? The magistrate, undoubtedly, would now say to him : “You did 
not commit the murder, ljut you bribed some other person to commit it ; 
and until we find the man you hired to put Madame de Muire out of the 
way, we cannot release you.” 

the other hand, M4d6ric, who had been kept in the strictest seclu- 
sion for three weeks, and who was entirely ignorant of the discoveries 
made by the major and Mademoiselle Lanoue, could not reply ; “ Begin 
by arresting Count Golyminc and his prot4g4, Maurevers. Question 
them, and see if they will dare to tell you that I commanded the murder — 
I, who have never even laid eyes on the guard of the train, and who saw 
Golymine for the first time several hours after the murder.” 

George Roland, on his return from Versailles, found himself face to face 
with the same difficulty. To prove that M^deric w^as innocent, he must 
first prove that Golymine and Maurevers were the culprits. George did 
not feel the slightest doubt of this, since he had surprised them in secret con- 
fidence ; but proofs were needed, and he had none of a conclusive character 
to ofifer. Besides, when ho ventured to make an open accusation against 
the count at the close of the audience granted Monsieur Postel, the magis- 
trate had evidently taken offence, or at least had promptly silenced him. 
8o there was nothing left for him but to begin over again, and on leaving 
the train at the Saint-Lazaro terminus, the major asked himself what he 
should do to repair the failure of his first attempt — a failure counter- 
balanced to some extent, it is true, by Monsieur Postel’s identification of the 
prisoner. It would be a great disappbintment to him to be obliged to 
return to Chatou without any good news for Mademoiselle Lanoue, but 
he did not know which way to turn to procure any. It was useless to 
think of extorting any information from Golymine, for open war was now 
declared between him and the major. Maurevers must bo on duty — 
that is, unless he w^as resting at V6sinet ; besides, Mademoiselle 
Lanoue was the only person who could hope for any success in that 
(juarter. To be sure, there was the Marquis de Brangne, who had 
been .present at the death of the countess, and who claimed to have 
heard her last words. If one could believe this gentleman, who was 
as old and rather more reliable than his friend Monsieur de Liscoat, 
Madame de Muire, as she. fell into his arms, had exclaimed : 

“ It is he ! ” 

These words would seem to prove conclusively that she had both 
seen and recognised the man who fired at her, and from this f^-ct those 
two gentlemen had rather rashly concluded that M^d^ric de Mestras 
was the culprit. Were they still of the same opinion ? The major had 
neglected to question De Liscoat upon this point ; but he did not yet 
despair of convincing them to the contrary. He, for his part, thought 
the words “It is he ! ” might refer with equal likelihood to Golymine, 
jf these gentlemen told the truth in asserting that Golymine had been 
the lover of the countess at no very remote day, and if Monsieur de 
Brangue might be brought to the same'lS^y of thinking, his evidei^ce 
might be of great service to M^d^.ric. The major accordingly said to 
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himself that an interview with the marquis might be productive of 
some good. Only a short time after the crime George had announced 
hjs intention of calling upon that gentleman at an early day, and the time 
had perhaps come to make this visit. The major had no particuJar 
reason to dislike Monsieur de Brangue. That gentleman nad never 
ventured to speak disrespectfully of Mademoiselle Lanoue in his pre- 
sence, nor had he ever displayed as much animosity against young 
Mestras as the Viscount de Liscoat. In spite of his faults, the marquis 
was regarded as an honourable man ; and the major had every reason 
to believe that he was worthy of his reputation. He was an egotist, 
unquestionably, but he must be the possessor of some sterling qualities 
to be regarded as a friend by Monsieur de Muire ; besides, egotists are 
not prone to meddle with other people’s affairs. A brief review of 
these circumstances made the major decide to see tlie marquis. He 
was not sure that he was still in Paris ; but he could ascertain without 
much trouble, for he intended to pay a visit to the town residence of 
the Muires before leaving for Chatou, and the marquis resided in the 
Rue de Madrid, which was only a few steps out of his way. Great 
was his satisfaction on turning the corner of the street in question to 
see* Monsieur de Brangue standing in the door-way of the house in 
which he lived, leisurely drawing on his gloves, before starting out for 
a walk. This seemed to be a day of meetings, and this was especially 
pleasing to the major, as it spared him the necessity of making a formal 
visit. He greatly preferred to waylay the marquis in the street, 
than to ring and request an interview which Monsieur do Brangue 
might refuse to grant ; so he quickened his pace, perceiving with 
pleasure that Monsieur de Brangue was already advancing to meet 
him with a smile upon his lips. The old exquisite was extremely 
polite, and though ho was of nearly the same age, and moved in the 
same circles as De Liscoat, ho was in the habit of showing much noore 
courtesy to his friends and even to comparative strangers. 

“I am very happy to meet you, sir,” he said, shaking hands with 
Major George ; “ and I should like to make the most of my good fortune, 
so if you are going in the direction of the Park Monceau, suppose we walk 
along together ? ” 

“I should be charmed,” replied the major, eagerly. “ I am on the way 
to the house of our friend Jacques." 

“ Then I will begin by inquiring about him. I know that his health 
has not been impaired by the blow he has sustained. Jacques is a pretty 
sturdy follow, both mentally and physically ; but tell me, is it true that 
he has sold his charming villa to Golymine ? ” 

“ What, you have heard of that already ? ” 

“ De Liscoat told me so a few moments ago. He said you breakfasted 
with him this morning, and that you seemed to be troubled by some doubts 
of the purchaser’s financial standing. I’ll wager that De Liscoat made him 
out to bo a second Croesus.” 

“ Rather ; and I ” 

De Liscoat has a sort of mania for foreigners. He knows very little 
about this Golymine, who seems to me rather a mysterious person. lie 
bears one of the oldest and i)roudest names of Poland ; but he has never 
proved to my satisfaction that the name belongs to him.” 

“That is strange. Monsieur de Liscoat alleged that you could vouch 
for his noble origin.” 
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’ That is saying too much ; and when I see him again I shall beg him 
not to burden me with a' responsibility I absolutely decline to assume. 
The truth is that Golymine found some persons willing to propose him for 
membership at the club, but they may have taken him for what he is not. 
My opinion is that Golymine is a Frenchman, and very possibly a Parisian. 
H e settled here only last year, but whatever he asserts to the contrary, he 
must have spent his youth here, for he often alludes to events which took . 
place in Paris twenty years ago —trifles that would never be talked of in a 
foreign country. Now, if Golymine be really a compatriot of ours, he must 
have had private reasons of a weighty nature for residing out of Franco 
until the present time. ” 

“Then yon are inclined to think that the man is an adventurer?” 

could not swear so, for 1 have no proofs of the fact; but I think so.” 

“ If such is your opinion, manjuis, I can certainly venture to tell you 
that I have even a worse opinion of him. I suspect him, and I hope to 
soon be in a position to openly accuse him, of being Madame de Muirc’a 
assassin.” 

“ Whew ! ” exclaimed the marquis, half smiling, “ that would be going 
rather too far, I tliink. I admit than an adventurer is not likely to shi'ink 
from any crime, but I do not see what possible object Golymine could have 
had in committing this particular one. Besides, I recollect perfectly well 
that the poor woman, as she died in my arms, faltered the words I repeated 
to you a few moments afterward.” 

“ 1 have not forgotten tliem. She said : ‘ Tt is he !* Well, she knew 
Golymine, and she may have recognised him als the train passed.” 

“ How did she become acquainted with him ? ” 

“She used to meet him every summer at Aix, in Savoy. Monsieur de 
Liscoat even assures ilic that the count was her devoted admirer, if not her 
lover.” 

“ I did hear him say something of the kind, but to tell the truth I had' 
forgotte-T^' it. Still, 1 do not believe tlfat Golymine has seen the countess 
since he came to Paris to live.” 

“ 1 cannot say anything about that, but he may have seen her unknown 
to any.pne, and as to the interest he may have had in putting heir oVit of 
the way, I think I am beginning to understand that. The stocks and boiuls 
ill which Madame de Muire’s private fortune was invested have all disap- 
peared.” 

“ Indeed ! ” interrupted the marquis, suddenly pausing to look George 
full in the face. “ So that is the reason our friend is disposing of all liia 
real estate. And you fancy that Golygnine ” 

“It is an idea that just occurred to me. If his relations with tho 
countess had undergone no change, she miglit have enrtrusted these securi- 
ties to him for investment, or even for sale.” 

“ And now he will use the wife’s money to purchase the property of the 
husband. That would be droll indeed ! ” said Monsieur de Brangue, with 
tlie half-mocking, half-sceptical smile of a man of the world. 

It would be infamous,” replied George, hastily, “ and a scoundrel who 
could thus abuse the confidence of his lady-love would certainly be quite 
capable of killing her to prevent her from claiming the fortune she had 
entrusted to his keeping.” 

,, “ Oh, yes ; 1 don’t know which of the two crimes I should consider most 
ignoble. One is about as bad as the other. You present the matter to mo 
in an entirely new light. I instinctively distrusted Golymine; but^I 
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should never have suspected •him of such abominable crimes/ It wil> bo 
necessary to investigate this matter thoroughly in order to rid the club of 
such a scoundrel.” 

^ ** And, above all, to save an innocent man from condemnation.” 

* “ Young Mestras ! That is true ; 1 had forgotten. He is in prison,- 1 
believe.” 

“ He has been kept in solitary confinement for three weeks. I have 
‘just returned from Versailles, but 1 was not allowed to see him, though ho 
has been confronted by Golymine, who did his best to ensure his convic- 
tion. The scoundrel is trying to mislead the authorities, and has succ eeded 
admirably thus far . ” 

“ I begin to iliink they accused Monsieur de Mestras a little too hastily. 

I believed him guilty, however, and it must be admitted that I have had 
some grounds for the belief when I saw him come running from the direc- 
tion of V^sinet. ” 

“ 1 have found a witness who travelled in the same compartment with 
him from Chatou.” 

So much the better ! But De Liscoat said something to me about a 
revolver found in the train.” 

“By Golymine, probably, or by a rascal in his employ named 
Matirevers,” 

“ Maurevers ! The man’s name is Maurevers ? ” 

“ Yes. He is a guard on the Saint-Germain Railway.” 

“ That is strange. Still -we live in an age in which names have lost 
much of their significance. I should not even be surprised to learn that a 
Montmorency was acting as a stoker or pointsman somewhere.” 

“ Pardon me, but I fail to see the connection,” 

“ The Maurevers family is extinct, but 1 am related to a Baron de 
Meru, whose family name was Maurevers. Tic was much better known, 
however, under the name of M4ru, which was that of an estate bestowed 
upon the family by Louis XIII. Kvidently this guard is neither closely 
nor remotely connected with my relative by marriage, who died some time 
ago ; but the coincidence is none the less singular. And you say that this 
Maurevers ” 

“ Seems to hold relations of a very suspicious nature with Monsieur 
Golymine. I just surprised them both together at Versailles. They are 
evidently trying to ruin M^d^ric de Mestras, but 1 shall succeed hi saving 
him.” 

“ I hope so, my dear sir ; and I would gladly assist you if I could, for 
I deeply regret having made such a mistake in regard to your young 
‘friend. It was all De Liscoat’s fault, however ; and I should not be sorry 
to have an opportuniJby of showing him that his judgment is not infallible. 
After accusing your protegi!} on the day of the crime, did he not declare 
that the bullet which struck the countess was intended for me ? Why not 
for you, or Jacques, or Marcelle, or even for himself? We all have 
enemies, probably.” 

“ Still there is no earthly reason why they should want to kill ns ; but 
if Madame de M uire had entrusted her private fortune to Golymine ” 

“It will be necessary to prove that; and we shall find it a diflBcult 
matter, unless she made him give her a receipt, which is not very probable, 
or her husband would have found it before this time.” 

“ I shall make a very careful search for it. Jacques has asked me to' 
ermine any piece of furniture in which Madame de Muire might have 
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concealed papers, and it is for that purpose 1 am now going to his 
house.** 

“ He acted wisely in entrusting this commission to you,*’ said Monsieur 
de Brangue, with an ironical smile. “No prudent husband will ever 
rummage among his wife’s private papers. He might make some ve^y 
disagreeable discoveries, while a trusty friend can make a judicious 
selection — preserve the important papers, such as receipts, leases, and 
contracts — and destroy all compromising letters. ” 

“ That will certainly be the plan I shall adopt. But as you have made' 
this allusion to Madame de Muire’s past, will you permit me to ask if 
there is any truth in Monsieur de Liscoat’s assertions ? He alleges that 
my old colonel, Mdd4ric’s father ” 

‘•Was Madame de Muire’s lover. De Liscoat has told me so twenty 
times ; but De Liscoat’s assertions in regard to such matters are not always 
worthy of credence. He loves to gossip, and to spread scandalous reports, 
which are not always true. I recollect that Colonel do Mestras was* a 
frequent visitor at the home of the Muiro family ; and I believe there was 
some talk about it at the time ; but I, for my own part, never saw auy- 
think that would lead me to believe De Liscoat’s story. Still, I would not 
swero* to the contrary any more than I would swear that Golymine has 
been one of the colonel’s successors in the lady’s affections. In such 
cases the best and safest way is to express no decided opim?m, either ono 
way or the other, and that is exactly what 1 am doing now; *^ » 

“1 thank you, marquis,” said the major gravely, struck hy the con- 
trast between this eminently sensible talk and Monsieur de Liscoat’s 
flippancy . “You can scarcely realise how deeply I have been pained by 
the thought that my colonel had basely deceived his best friend, and I 
confess tliat I have felt not a little angry with this gentleman on account 
of his suspicions. I will even go so far as to say that I am not much sur- 
prised to find him siding with a man of Oolymino’s stamp.” 

“ It is a great pity. Still it is not well to exaggerate. I have known 
De Liscoat intimately for forty years* and he really is not a bad fellow at 
heart, though he is terribly vain and selfish. Age has not corrected his 
faults, nor that of speaking rather disrespectfully of all ladies, even though 
he still tries to please them. What would you say if I should tell you 
that at this very time he is trying to make a conquest of Marcelle do 
Muire’s governess? ” 

George Roland gave a quick start ; then, quickly controlling himself, 
said cohlly : 

“1 do not think that he will succeed.” 

“Nor do I,” replied Monsieur Brangue, laughing. “But when 
such a fancy takes possession of him he shrinks from no means that W'ili 
enable him to gratify it.” 

“ What ! even violence? I advise him not to resort to that. He will 
be sorry for it if he does, I swear ! ” 

“ I do not think he will go as far as that, but he is quite capable of 
setting a trap for the young girl. That is his way, and he has already got 
into several rather unpleasant scrapes with relatives of his victims.” 

“ This time he wdll get into one with me. Mademoiselle Lanoue is the 
friend, rather than the governess, of Marcelle de Muire ; and if Monsieur 
de Liscoat should venture to make such an attempt, I shall make it my 
business to drive him back into the path of recUtude again.” 

^ “ And yon would do perfectly right. He needs a lesson badly.” 
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But what are his plans ? ” 

He has not confided them to me, because he knows that I should 
make Inn of him ; but I can guess them, especially as 1 have learned that 
he has just furnished a pretty little house near Trouville. He did not tell 
ine SO'; I learned the fact through my upholsterer, of whom he, ^joo, is a 
customer. The cage is ready. All that is lacking now is the bird, and if 
he knows one to his taste he will spare no pains to capture it. But here 
is Muire’s house, my dear sir, and I must not think of such a thing as 
taking you any further. I am delighted to have had an opportunity to 
chat with you, and I trust you will not regret having allowed me to 
accompany you to the door of the house of our unfortunate friend. I 
thank you heartily for having enlightened me in regard to Golymine ; and 
I assure you that if I should be called upon to take sides for or agninst 
him, I shall certainly espouse the cause of your young friend. ** 


XL 

With this parting assurance, Monsieur de Brangue shook hands with his 
companion, and then continued his walk toward the Park Monceau. He 
left the major in a very uncomfortable frame of mind, though he was not 
sorry to have won over to the cause an influential person whom he had, 
up to this time, regarded as an enemy. The major could not expect any 
very valuable assistance from Monsieur de Brangiio ; but it was something 
to have converted him to more correct ideas in regard to the Chatou 
tragedy. Then, too, it was something to have gained an insight into the 
real character and designs of the Viscount de Liscoat, to whom, unfortun- 
ately, he had first applied for information. He felt very little real fear of 
his machinations, however, though he resolved to warn Maflcmoiselle 
Lanouo, who would certainly know how to protect herself ; but M(^.d6ric 
was still in prison, and conclusive proofs against Golymine were still want- 
ing. George did not yet despair of finding some during his visit to the 
house of Jfibcquea de Muire, and he lost no time in entering it. 

J [’hen he went to the Oaks to spend the summer, Monsieur de Muire 
iaken all his servants with him, and the house on the Bouvelard 
Malesherbes was guarded only by the porter, an old family servant, not 
quite so far advanced in years as Francois, but equally faithful. His name 
was Carcenac, and he had serA’^ed in a regiment which at the beginning of 
the campaign of 1870 belonged to the same brigade as the one commanded 
by Colonel de Mestras. George had not been acquainted with him while he 
was in the army, but he knew' that the worthy man had taken part in the 
battle of Gravelotte, and that Monsieur de Muire had taken him into his 
service in memory of Jiis friend Mestras, W'ho fell upon that battlefield. 
Carcenac was tall, thin, and dark-comp’ exioned, with an angular face 
of about the thickness of a knife-blade; in character he wos^ certainly the 
most taciturn porter in Paris, and the most uq^jring in the discharge of 
his duties. He had never married tor fear oPlieing led to neglect his 
duties by domestic cares and responsibilities, and he prevented any one 
from gaining access to the house entrusted to his charge as efiectually as 
three of the most formidable watch-dogs could have done. He worshipped 
his employer, and was very fond of George Roland, whom he always 
addressed as major, and invariably greeted with a military salute. He 
liked M^d^ric, too, though the latter was not nearly so great a 
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favo|irite as the major, from the fact that this son of a gallant colonel 
had not adopted his father’s profession. Carcenac could not understand 
why such an agile, well-lJuilt young fello\f was not a cavalry officer. 
He was smoking in the vestibule when George presented himself, but 
hastily dropped his pipe to assume the prescribed attitude of a trooper ki. 
the presence of a superior in rank — ^both heels together, and the right hand 
raised to a level with the forehead, palm outward.' 

“ How are you, my friend ? ” said George. “ How are things going on , 
here ? ” 

“All right, major,” replied the old soldier. “I have nothing new to 
report. But yes, I have. There w^as a gentleman here yesterday to see 
the house. ” 

“ i)id you admit him ? ” 

“ I was obliged to. He showed me a letter from the count, giving him 
permission to go through the whole house from top to bottom. ” 

“ Did he give his name ? ” 

“ Yes ; he calls himself Galoubine, or Golachine, or something of the 
kind. He is a Iluasian.” 

“ I suspected this,” muttered George. “ He has lost no time, certainly. 
But you accompanied him, I suppose, during his tour of inspection ? ” 

“ You may rest assured that 1 did, major. I did not leave him for an 
instant. I began by closing the outer gate as soon as he entered.” 

“ Did you take him for a thief ? ” 

“Not exactly, but I didn’t like his face, I must admit. Besides, one 
cannot be too careful with these foreigners. This one asserts that be wants 
to purchase the house. I don’t know that the count has any idea of selling 
it to him ; but I know that I shan’t remain in the service of such a con- 
ceited fool.” 

“ Had you ever seen him before you showed him the house ? ” 

“Never, major. I don't know whether the count is acquainted with 
him or not, but I am sure he never came here. • But excuse me for asking 
the question, is it true that the coun^ intends to dispose of all his resl 
estate ? ” 

“ His wife’s death has been such a blow to him that he thinks of retiring 
into the country, I believe.” 

“ I will go with him wherever he goes, if he wants me.” 

“ I think he knows that, and I shall advise him to take you with him. 
But I, too, have called to go through the house, though not with any 
intention of purchasing it. The count wishes me to bring him some papers 
that were left here, and as he doesn’t exactly know where they are, I shall 
be obliged to search for them. Madame de Muire’s rooms are locked, I 
suppose ? ” 

“ Yes, major, and the count has not set foot in them since the day of 
the funeral. But I have the keys, and I will open them for you.” 

“ Very well, let us go up. But tell me, did the Russian see these 
rooms yesterday ? ” 

“You may rest assured that he did, though I was sorry enough to be 
obliged to show them to him. But there was no help for it. I was obliged 
to fulfil the count’s orders. I took the Cossack there, and I thought I 
should never get him out of the rooms. He examined every piece of fur- 
niture so long and carefully that one might have supposed him an appraiser. 
•If he had dared, I am sure he would have opened the desks and drawers to 
see what there was inside ; and I could see very plainly that he was strongly 
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hicliued to otter mo some money to leave him alone. If I were in the 
count's place 1 should distrust this man.” 

“ Did he say anything about coming again when he left ? 

No, major, but if he does I shall not let him in, unless he brings me 
a/resh order signed by the count.” 

* “That is right, and you had better see that everything is securely 
fastened up at night. The windows of Madame de Muire's apartments 
overlook the garden, you recollect.” 

But so do those of my lodge, and I sleep with one eye open. There 
is no danger of any one getting into the house in that way. Besides, you 
know that I have tw'o big watch-dogs. We use'd to keep them tied up 
in the stable, but since I have been here alono I let them loose every 
evening, and if the Russian should take it into his head to get over the 
wall into the garden he would only make one good mouthful for 
them,” 

George and his guide had now reached rue second floor, and Carcciiac, 
who had a large bunch of keys in his hand, proceeded to open the door 
that led into the suite of apartments formerly occupied by Marcclle and 
her mother. To reach Madame de Muire’s bed chamber, it was necessary 
to pass through Marcelle’s bedroom, and also through the boudoir where 
Maroelle had seen M6d^ric for the last time. The major did not pause here, 
though the scene recurred to his mind very forcibly. This was no time to 
brood over the past, however, for he was anxious to begin his search, 
especially as Golymine’s visit had aroused his suspicions. Golymine 
certainly had not examined the furniture for the purpose of estimating its 
value. The contents interested him much more than the furniture itself ; 
and George, who was in the same condition of mind, determined to finish 
his search that very day, for he suspected Golymine of a plot to secure 
papers which might ruin him. The bed-curtains in the chamber formerly 
occupied by the countess were closely drawn, and the tight ly-closed 
shutters admitted only a dim light that scarcely enabled a person to 
distinguish the articles of furniture in. the room. The major began 
operations by having all the windows thrown open, and in a moment the 
entire apartment was flooded by the dazzling light of a glorious mid- 
summer day. George Roland had never entered this room before, not 
even on the day of the funeral, for the body of the deceased countess 
having been brought from V<^-sinet only an hour before the ceremony, was 
carried only into the hall of the mansion. He was a little surprised to see 
tliat the furniture and ornaments of the apartment had no artistic merit 
whatever, being merely handsome and expensive, without bearing , the 
slightest stamp of individuality. The commonplace luxury and display 
that content the wealthy tradesman ♦pervaded the chamber. And, in fact, 
the Countess de Muirje, nee Plantier, was nothing more or less. Since her 
marriage with a nobleman she had learned the ways and customs of the 
fashionable circles into which this alliance had secured her an entrance ; 
but taste is not so easily acquired, and she manifested a total want of it, 
even in her toilets, to the very great chagrin of her husband, and possibly 
of others. But she had been very beautiful, and with some women beauty 
seems to be a compensation for all deflciencies. Marcelle, very fortunately, 
resembled her only in appearance, being much more refined in her tastes 
and distinguished in her manners. 

The major, who had not come here to make comparisons between the 
mother and daughter, dismissed Oarcenac, adjuring him to let no one 
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Cihter the house, and then set to work to execute the delicate mission his 
friend Jacques had entrusted to him. The oount had not done things by 
halves, for he had given the major all the keys, even those the countess- 
always kept about her — tiny gilded keys that could be worn as jewels. 
■[I’here jvas one that her husband had detached from a bracelet which she 
always wore, and which was upon her arm on the day of her death ; and 
this, most probably, was the key to the receptacle in which Madame 
de Muire kept her private papers. Had Monsieur do Muire made 
use of it to open the secret efrawer to which it probably belonged! 
He had vouchsafed no information upon this point, but George 
judged, with every apppearance of reason, that the search he was 
about to continue had not been pushed very far. Overcome M’ith 
gri^, and more engrossed by regrets for his daughter’s disappointment 
than by money matters, Monsieur de Muire had yielded to despondency, 
and had become to a great extent resigned to financial ruin, without 
making any very energetic attempts to recover the missing wealth ; hence 
the major was not without hope that this fortune was not lost, and that a 
thorough search would enable him to ascertain what Madame de Muire 
had done with it. It was not improbable, too, that he might find some 
letters from Golymine, and that these might, perhaps, reveal a breach of 
confidence on the part of this scoundrel to the detriment of the un- 
fortunate woman whom he had murdered in order to effectually prevent 
any complaint. 

In the apartment there were three or four articles of furniture which 
might contain secret drawers. These were a large chiffonnieVy with 
elaborately- wrought brass handles on the drawers, a cylinder desk, a 
rosewood cabinet, and one of much older date, in ebony, inlaid with ivory 
in the Italian style of the Renaissance. The major decided to first explore 
the chiffmninry the capacious drawers of which might contain piles of 
papers. All the archives of the Muire family might easily have been 
stored there, but the countess, who had no ancestors, used it only as a 
receptacle for articles of dress. The drawers were filled to overflowing 
with dozens of pairs of gloves, ribbons of every colour, parasols and fans ; 
but not the slightest scrap of writing w^as to be found among all 
these geega ws. Tlio rosewood cabinet contained only invitations to 
diimersToall^ and receptions, an inventory of which w^as soon concluded. 
The cylinder desk had evidently been used by Madame de Muire ex- 
clusively for her business correspondence. The major found in it a large 
book, in w'hich she kept an account of her receipts and expenditures, but 
the figures only were given. There was no clue to the source from which 
the receipts were derived, nor the reason of the expenditure. In this 
ledger, which was in all other resjfects very neatly and systematically 
kept, there were only such entries as “On such a day p aid otit sgjpn ch I 
received so much.” This record, though it gave the major a pretty 
correct idea of the amount of the lady’s income, did not throw any light 
upon the manner in which Marcello’s mother had invested her fortune, 
nor upon her present financial condition. He could see that up to the 
fifteenth of June, four days before the death of the countess, the lady’s 
receipts had exceeded her expenditure by several thousand francs ; but 
Monsieur de Muire had found this money in a small safe near the bed — 
a safe with a combination lock with which he was familiar, his wife 
having often requested him to open it while she was at the sea-shore. 
Certainly if she had any secrets it was not in this elegant safe in imitation 
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of buhl that sho had concealed them, so George very sensibly concluded 
that he might spare himself the trouble of examining it. ^ ^ 

• After exploring the secretary from top to bottom, and satisfying him- 
self that it was of solid wood, without a lining of any kind, he proceeded 
to examine the ebony cabinet, which was in the form of a ^irine, 
sup*ported by a massive pedestal, and stood close to the wall, which was 
hung with crimson silk. This cabinet was divided into three compart- 
ments, secured by three doors, which the major opened without difficulty 
With the same key. He then saw on the right and on the left side two 
rows of drawers separated by a deep recess which contained nothing save 
a miniature portrait of Marcelle as a child. The drawers were empty. 
The major, though considerably disconcerted, would not yet acknowledge 
himself defeated! If a secret hiding-place existed anywhere, he felt that 
it must be in this quaint piece of furniture. The difficulty was to hnd it. 
He sounded the sides of the recess carefully, and pressed hard upon its 
bottom, but without any result whatever. At last, by dint -.f careful 
examination, he fancied he detected a slight unevenness in one of the ivory 
incrustations adorning the lower part of this sort of tabernacle, and very 
opportunely recollected that he had not yet found a use for the infinitesimal 
key which never loft Madame de Muire’s person. This key would perhaps 
fit into this tiny crevice which might be an almost invisible lock. The 
major tried it, and found that it would enter the hole, and had scarcely 
given it a turn from right to left before the bo' tom of the cabinet suddenly 
dropped down, disclosing to view a row of pigeo?'- holes, eeach of which 
contained a bundle of letters tied with a piece of i)ink or blue ribbon. 

TInae carefully-preserved letters contained no valuable securities, 
but they would have been no more precious in George Roland’s eyes if 
they had held thousand franc notes, for everything seemed to indicate 
that they furnished a complete history of the deceased lady’s love affairs. 
He paused a moment before touching them, however, and his hand 
tremoled when he at last took up the first package. There were three, 
but this was the largest, and mu^t have contained nearly or quite a 
hundred letters, written upon thick paper, to which time had imparted a 
deep yellow tint. The major had neither the time nor the wish to peruse 
,jbhcm ail, but he drew one out from beneath the ribbon that bound them, 
and read the missive through to the end. It bore no signature, not even 
a Christian name ; but it was certainly a love letter, or at least the letter 
of a person who had loved and been loved too late. It was* ardent, but at 
the same time respectful —perfectly so. There were frequent allusions to 
insurmountable obstacles. Had these obstacles been surmounted ? . To 
ascertain this it would be necessary to peruse the entire correspondence ; 
but George, supposing that the letteris were arranged in their chronological 
order, drew out the last one in the bundle, and found only these words : 
“ Once more farewell. I love you more than ever, and I feel a presenti- 
ment that I shall never see you again. Be happy, but think of me some- 
times. If I fall, my last thought will be of you,” 

This, too, bore no signature. Who was the writer of these letters ? 
George Roland had seen his colonel’s handwriting several times, but that 
was many years back, and he did not feel at all sure of his ability to 
recognise it after so long an interval. He said to hi nself, however, that a 
careful search among his own pa]>ers might enable him to find some order 
written by Monsieur de Mestras, which he could compare with'thbse 
letters addressed to the countess. At all events, M4d4ric must certainly 
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possess some of his father’s letters, and by-and-bv, when he was restored 
to jiberty, he would not refuse to show them to his best friend. It 
quite possible that they had been seized after his arrest, but the authcu^^* 
•would be obliged to restore thorn to him when his innocence wasestablM^. 
^But however this might be, the thing of paramount importance 
prove that Golyinine had had an interest in removing Madame de Muire, 
and in thus preventing her from reclaiming the greater part of her fortune { 
so, deferring a further examination of this anonymous correspondence until 
some future day, he put the letters in his pocket, and picked up the next’ 
package. This consisted of about twenty letters, all very short but 
iiighly significant, and signed in full, Charles Dubrac. The billets-doux 
of this dashing hussar, however, had no interest for George Roland, who 
slipped them in his pocket with the fi.rm intention of destroying them that 
ver^night. 

The third package was nearly as voluminous as the first, but was of a 
much more recent date, judging from the freshness of the paper. . The 
signature was a single initial, a G; but nearly all of the letters bore at the 
top of the first page a count’s coronet, and the major soon became satisfied 
that (Vdymine was the writer. These letters must be read immediately 
and carefully, as it was almost certain that they would throw some light 
•ipou^tlie antecedents of this pretended count and his relati^??;;. * 
Madame de Muire; so George, after satisfying himself 
nothing more in the ebony c*/.binet, closed it, and tL 
tlie window and proceo<led to read each letter thro’ 
end. None of them bo.e any date, except; the day O' ' 
address, but the oldest had certainly been written at f.\ , “ ^ for 

there were allusions to sails upon l^ake Bourget, and to tACursions to the 
Abbey of Haute-Combe. Nor did they leave the reader in any doubt as to 
the nature of the relations that then existed between Golymine and the 
c-ountcss. There had been several breaks in the correspondence, however. 
Once more than two years elapsed without a meeting of the lovers ; but it 
was ensy to see that during the years which they met only at Aix the 
idea of settling in France had never once entered Golymine’s head^ The 
last letters indicated a still longer break in the correspondence ; in fact 
iilniost a rupture. The style had also undergone an entire change. To 
ardent expressions of tenderness had succeeded the affectionate language 
ui a former lover, who is now only a friend. But this friend resided in 
1 'aria, and received occasional visits from Madame de Muire. He expressed 
regret at his inability to visit her, and his intention of mjiking a formal 
cal* upon Monsieur de Muire, whom he had met again at the club, aftca* a 
sliglit ac({uaintance at Aix several years before. In those written at a still 
later date lie made frequent allusions k> business matters, and advised the’ 
countess to invest her money in the same syndicate that yielded him such 
satisfactory returns. The more the major read of these lette- 
hopeful ho became th"t he should find the proof he was seeking 
it he did. The ’ ^ > concluded as follows; 

\ end. Your money is invested as y^u 
' ; eld you a return of at least ten per cent, this 

yc Ml !' Vi 'X .ow I will give you the Austrian bank’s receipt 

ior v , : 1 .' ui the meantime this letter, to which I dare not sign 

iny reasons you perfectly understand, is equivalent to a 

receipt.” 



06 


A RAILWAY TRAGEDY. 


** At last ! exclaimed George. ‘‘ I have you at last, you wretch I Now 
t*etuni to the Oaks. H^llne will be deeply grateful to me, and Mar- 
overwhelm me with thanks when I restore M<5d6ric 4o her, as I 
Mnliirtaix^ly be able to do in a few days. ” 

"PPIorge would have done well to add: “ If it be the will of God,” as the 
wifeittlman never fails' to do. The future belongs to no one, and the future 
had cruel disappointments in store for them all. 


XII. 

While Major George was collecting proofs against Golymine both at Paris 
and Versailles, the inmates of the chateau were spending a very sad and 
gloomy day. The Count de Muire, who seemed to be even more depressed 
in spirits than usual, did not make his appearance at the breakfast-table ; 
and the two young girls, after the repast was concluded, sought a shelter 
from the heat of the July sun in the garden, and there held a long conference 
together. Marcelle seemed to take a melancholy pleasure in talking over 
her lost happiness, and she could talk of this only to Mademoiselle Laiioue, 
as her father had forbidden her to utter M4d(^ric’s name in his presence. 
H4](^ne consoled her, comforted her, and encouraged her to hope, though with 
only partial success, however. She could do no more, unless she told her 
"“ifttend about her visits to Madame Maurevers, and explained the major’s 

S lans^ and she had promised to say nothing about all that until she and 
er had accomplished their object. What would bo the use of 
awakemug in the breast of M4d4ric's betrothed hopes that might never be 
realised ? Much less could she tell the young girl of the unexpected de- 
claration of love and offer of marriage that had been made to her in the 
forest of V4sinet. But though she guarded her secret carefully, it 
engrossed her mind more than she was willing to admit to herself. Re- 
solved to remain in her present humble position rather than set foot in the 
flowery paths that lead young girli^to w’calth and dishonour, had, 

nevertheless, not entirely given up the idea of marrying some day, and slie 
was not at all particular about marrying a man of her own age. She 
esteemed George Roland highly, and had the most implicit confidence in 
him. He was very good-looking, and she admired his distinguished 
bearing and manly face. Mademoiselle Lanoue saw but one fault in 
him — he was too rich for her, who had nothing; but this very fault 
only made her the more afraid that she might allow herself to love him. 
She already began to reproach herself for having told him her story, 
not that she believed him capable of abusing her confidence, but be- 
' cause she feared he would mistake the feeling that had led her to 
reveal to him what she had never disclosed to any other person, not even 
to tHe dear pvpfT wn la J nothing from her. But in spite of 
all her effortf- J ^ hours her mind had been 

constontlv ^ . r',' .V.- 'j^rrou' gentleman who had 

joentirely de'V;l-'< .... .j .a Sh^ had 

longed to acC'‘!'Ap;w\ i.r.;* 7. » »*;/. j he r.f.iV*;. 

.of farther informiklioi jn.!.. , iu \ .iu- .'i-.v: 

return with impatience, the delay ;\'l lU, 

from the fact that Marcelle, unconsciously, of couiae, a y; 
a strange satisfaction in asking her the most embarrassing 
The poor child had begun by lamenting her mother’s death, and this ^ 
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ver^ naturally led her to spesik of her betrolAied, who had no friend left 
now but Major George. 

“Why does my father curse him?” she asked, trying to read her 
friend’s ^oughts in her face. “ Why, instead of standing by him in tins 
terrible ordeal, does he tell me that he will never see M4deric again ? He 
knows that M6d4ric is not guilty, and that his innocence will be estab- 
lished gooner or later. And only think of it, he condemns him without a 
hearing ! He even forbids me to love him. He has driven him from his 
heart. 

“He yielded to the ‘impulse of the moment,” said Mademoiselle 
Lanoue. “Think, Marcelle, what his feelings must have been when he 
w’as Jfild that Monsieur de Mestras was accused of this atrocious crime. 
He certainly hoped, and still hopes, that Morsieur de Mestras will vindi- 
cate himself ; but he is obliged to pay some regard to the opinion of the 
world, and very probably says to himself that the world would disapprove 
of this marriage, even if your betrothed should be restored to liberty. 
This would be the case, unquestionably, if there should remain the shadow 
of a doubt in regard to your lover’s innocence, but his vindication will be 
so startling and so conclusive that your father will feel that he owes him 
1 -cpji.ration. ” 

“ No, I know him. It is not a fear of malicious tongues that ha««'led 
him to abandon Mt^d^ric. He despises gossip and calumny. There must 
l)e some other objection.” 

“ Wliat?” exclaimed greatly astonished. 

“ I don’t know, but T am sure there is. And my father is not the only 
person who is opposed to my marriage. Monsieur Roland has made no 
open objection, but I can see that he does not approve of it.’^ 

“lie? M^d^ric’s best friend ? He who has defended him constantly 
for the past three weeks ? ” 

“Yes, I am aware that he is doing everything in his power to ensure 
release ; but I have not forgrKiteii that my father consulted Major 
llolarul on the day of the arrest. The question was the date of my ma>r- 
riage. I proposed the fifteenth of 0ctol3er, but Monsieur George advised 
my father to wait, and when I suggested that M(5dtiric should come and 
stay with us at the Oaks, the major said that it would be better for him to 
remain in Paris as before.” 

“You have" an admirable memory, my dear Marcelle,” replied 
Mademoiselle Lanoue, forcing a smile ; “ and I really do nc^t know what 
to in reply. You see Monsieur Roland every day. Have you ever 
questioned him on the subject ? ” 

“I have not flared,” murmured the^oung ghl. 

“ Perhaps it is better that you should not, but wjit until he has suc- 
ceeded in discovering the real culprit, I think he is on the scoundrel’s 
track ; and I am sure that he went to Paris this morning in the hope of 
hunting him down very soon — ^possibly to-day. ” 

Marcelle shook her head sadly, but silently, and H^l^ne saw that she 
was by no means satisfied. They had been sitting together under the 
trees some time, and as the sun sunk in the horizon, the coolness of the 
evening air began to make itself sensibly felt, so Mademoiselle Lanoue 
proposed a return to the house, and Marcelle assented. In her present 
state of mind it mattered very little to her whether she was out-of-doors 
or in her own room, so tlje two girls wended their way toward the house. 
But*H41^ne had no intention of accompanying her pupil in-doors ; she was 

J> 
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anxious to see the major as* soon as possible in order to learn what xiews 
he had brought from Paris, and felt sure that his arrival would not be 
much longer deferred, as he had intended to take the train that started at 
h&lLpast nve. She accordingly resolved to go and meet him, sq telling 
Marcelle that she wanted to take a short walk before dinner, she advised 
her to go and join her father, who had just appeared upon the balcony, 
•and then started down a road that forked into two brancnes about a hun- 
dred yards further from the villa. It was necessary to turn to the right 
to reach Chatou, and to the left to reach V^sipet. H41ene intended to 
take the road leading to the right ; but before she reached the point of 
intersection she saw a woman whom she did not at first recognise making 
signs to her in the distance. She paused to await her approach,, and, 
observing this fact, the woman began to run toward H^l^ne, waving her 
arms wildly in the air, like a messenger who is the bearer of important 
news. As soon as she was near enough to be heard, she cried, frantically : 

“ It is all over ! I shall never see him again ! 
y Mademoiselle Lanoue did not understand the full import of this despair- 
mg exclamation at first, but she soon recognised Madame Maurevers, and 
concluded that she must be referring to her husband. This fallen princess 
rusl^d up with her hair streaming in the wind, a torn dress, and slippers 
down at the heel, shrieking and gesticulating like the Neapolitan that she 
was. 

“Calm yourself, madame,” said HtU6ne, “and tell me what has 
happened, and what I can do for you ? ” 

“ Julien has been dismissed,*^ replied the guard’s wife, in the same 
excited manner, “ and my children will perish of hunger if you do not come 
to their relief.” 

This nows of Maurevers’s dismissal was not calculated to grieve Made- 
moiselle Lanoue, who would not have been sorry to have heard of his 
arrest ; but she was too kind-hearted not to sympathise with the grief of 
this poverty-stricken mother, whose children were crying for bread. 

“ f ’will not desert them, I promise you that, even if their father does,” 
she said, kindly. 

“ He has gone, never to return.” 

‘ ‘ What has happened ? ” 

“ He was on duty all day yesterday, and spent the night in Paris. I 
thought everything had been satisfactorily arranged, and that notliing 
more would oe said about that unfortunate afiair of the pistol. But 
to-day, only an hour ago, he came home, and had no sooner entered the 
house than I saw that we were ruiped. He showed me a letter from the 
superintendent, notifying his dismissal, and ” ' 

“ That is very unfortunate ; still, he may succeed in finding employ- 
ment elsewhere. ** 

“ Oh, if that were all, I should not mind ! ” 

“What is it, then ? ” 

“ They new accuse him of being the accomplice of the scoundrel who 
murdered the coiintess. He is afraid that he will be arrested, and as he 
doesn’t want to go to prison, he came to tell me that he intended to — 
to ” 

“To kill himself?” 

“ Yes ; if he does not succeed in making his escape to some foreign 
country. And he will not succeed in doing that, for he has no money. 

could not even give me enough to buy the children food for two days. 
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I Ijfied to dissuade him ; I entreated him jfco vindicate himself, but he 
would not listen to me. He seemed to have lost his senses. After telling < 
me this he rushed off across the fields, and I shall never see him again. I 
tell you, madame, there is nothing left for me to do but throw myself into 
the Seine with my poor children. 

* Do not talk in this way, madame ; God will protect them ; and I am 
willing to do all in my power to assist them and you. But you told me 
that your husband had an influential friend " 

“ That Russian count ? Yes ; he interested himself bn Julien’s behalf, 
but when one is unfortunate one loses all one’s friends. Besides, 1 should 
not be surprised if this were all Golymine’s work,” 

“ How so? ” inquired H^l^ne, hastily. 

*4Julien gave me to understand that it was Golymine who advised him 
first to keep the revolver, and afterwards to surrender it to the station- 
keeper at Saint-Germain. ” 

This confession was well worth remembering, and Mademoiselle Lanoue 
resolved to repeat it to the major ; but she refrained from making any 
comment, for fear of letting Madame Maurevers see that slie intended to 
use it against Madame de Muire's assassin at some future day, and only 
remarked : 

“ In that case, you certainly have reason to hope that the foreign 
gentleman who gave your husband such bad advice will feel obliged to 
befriend him now. ” 

“ Julien reckons upon that ; but he is deluding himself, perhaps.” 

“ He must have gone straight to the count’s house on leaving you.” 

“ I don’t know about that. He rushed off like a madman.” 

‘ ‘ But you must certainly know where the gentleman lives ? ” 

“ No ; Julien never told me.” 

“ But you know him? ” 

“ I saw him several years ago, immediately after our marriage, when 
we hu.d money ; but he didn’t fajjgy ny, and I couldn’t bear him. I knew 
that he was angry with Julien for having married me, and since we have 
been in France he hasn't troubled himself any more about me tifkn if I 
were not in existence. If he has done anything for Julien it was only 
because he thought Julien might be of service to him. He will do nothing 
for me nor for my children,” 

“ I think you must be mistaken. If it be really true that he has got 
your husband into a scrape he must be afraid that you will disclose the 
fact, and if you should go to see him he would not dare to refuse you 
assistance. Why do you not apply to him ? I will procure his address 
for you. Monsieur de Muire knows U.” 

“ Monsieur de Muire, the husband of the kind countess ? ” 

“ The same. Monsieur Golymine came yesterday to look at the Oaks. 
Hethinksof purchasingit. Infact, I believe the bargain is already concluded. ” 

“ Then he will pay you another visit ? ” 

“ Very probably.” 

“ If he does, mademoiselle, I beseech you not to let him go away with- 
put iny seeing him. I dare not ask you to bring him to V’^winet, where I 
could show him how poor I am, but I ask you, in pity, to send for me 
while he is at the Oaks. Oh ! don’t be afraid ; I shall not intrude at the 
chateau dressed as I am, the servants would drive me from the door ; 
but I will watch for the count at the gate, and stop him when he comes 
out. 1 am going to make him tell me what he has done with Julien.” 
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This unexpected proposal «took Mademoiselle Lanoue by surprise rnd 
she hardly knew what to reply ; but she took care not to reject it^She 
saw in it a means' of tearing asunder the veil of mystery which enshrouded 
Golymine ; besides, before refusing, she wislied to consult Major Roland, 
whose return could not be much longer delayed. 

“Madame,’* she said, after a moment’s silence, “I can now promise 
you only one thing, which is that you shall see Count Golymine either at 
nis own house or here. I am now expecting some one who will tell you 
how you can manage to meet this gentleman. Promise me, in return, not 
to leave 'V^sinet without informing me, and not to speak of me to any 
one. ” 

“ To whom should I be likely to speak of you ? ” exclaimed the 
descendant of the princely Orbitellos. “ Who would ever thiiik of coniing 
to see me in the dilapidated hut in which I live ? The village people think 
me beneath their notice, and snub me upon every occasion. Julien’s 
friends — no, he has no friends — I mean the other railway employes, are 
not aware of my existence. But for you, who have so often assisted me, I 
should have perished of starvation, and rny only hope is in you. Your 
words are commands for me, and I shall not leave this neighbourhood so 
long as you remain in it. Where should I go ? My own family has cast 
me off since I mur/ied Julien.” 

And yet you say that your husband was well-born ? ” 

He is of the noblest lineage : but-his relatives have done exactly what 
mifie did. They have disowned him.” 

Mademoiselle Lanoue felt satisfied that this man must have been guilty 
of grave misdemeanours to be thus ostracised, and became more and more 
confident that he had been implicated in Madame de Muire's assassination ; 
but she very wisely kept these reflections to herself. - 

“ What good would it do to make this unfortunate victim of an 
unscrupulous man still more miserable?” she thought. “It would bo 
much more sensible to give her the pecuniary assistance of which she is in 
such g/>re need ; ” so drawing a fifty- franc note from her pocket-book she 
handed it to her companion, w^ho gratefully accepted it. 

“We now understand each other,” remarked H(^*lene, “and I hope 
that we shall see each other every day. Will you promise to meet mo to- 
morrow at the same hour on this road ? ” 

“I will be here, mademoiselle,” replied the ex-princess promptly. 
“ And even if Julien should come in search of me I will not leave without 
seeing you. But he will not come,” she added, hanging her head, 

^ It was very evident that she had ceased to believe in her husband’s 
innocence, and even in the love of this degraded wretch, who thought only 
of escaping well-deserved punishment without troubling himself about the 
fate of his wife and children. There was more than one question that 
Mademoiselle Lanoue would have been glad to put to her companion ; but 
just then she perceived the major hastily rounding a curve in the road, and 
having many things to ask him, and as many more to tell him, she did not 
wish tneir meeting to take place in Madame Maurevers’s presence. That 
unfortunate woman, however grateful she might be, could not take 
sides against her husband ; and H^l^ne foresaw that Major Roland would 
declare war against him and pursue him to the death as soon as he learned 
what had taken place. So Helene allowed her to retrace her steps toward 
V^sinet, thongh not without giving her a cordial pressure of the hand ; 
for although sue censured this wife’s infatuation for an unworthy husband, 
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sh«^uld not help pitying the mother of tiiree children who were worse 
tha*.. athcrless. After watching her until she disappeared from sight beliind- 
a clump of trees, she advanced to meet the major, who had recognised 
her, and who was already bowing to her from a distance. Both by his 
inanndr and expression she guessed he was the bearer of good news ; dnd 
when they met the first word she said was : “ Well?” 

“Well, mademoiselle,” replied George joyfully, “I have not w’asted 
my time to-day. I must tell you all about niy trip to Baris. It wdll be 
quite a long story, for it has been a eventful day. But before I 
begin will you allow ine'to ask you with ^hom you wxre just talking ? ” 

“ With the wife of the guard who found the revolver ” 

“And who isGolymine’s tool. I know him by sight ; I surprised them 
toother at Versailles.” 

“ At Versailles ! You have been to Versailles ? Did you see Monsieur 
de Mestras ? ” 

“ Alas, no ; but I found a man who can prove that Mederic is innocent. 
Indeed, the work is half completed already.” 

“ Ah! how happy Marcelle will be ! ” exclaimed H(5l6ne. “And it will 
be to you that she w ill owe her happiness. ” 

“It is not yet time to announce it to her,” replied the major. “It 
would not do to arouse any false hopes ; and you will be of the «amo 
opinion, mademoiselle, when you loam wdiat just occurred at Versailles.” 

And he immediately proceeded to give her a full account of the adven- 
tures following his departure from the 8aint-Lazare railw’ay station. ‘ Ho 
saidmothing, however, about his breakfast with Monsiem* de Liscoat, his 
conversation with Monsieur de Brangue, ami, above all, his examination 
of the private papers of the countess, these being subjects upon which he 
could not speak irecly to Madeihoiselle Lanoue. But there w’as nothing 
to prevent him fi'om relating in detail all the incidents of Ids i>rovidential 
meeting with Monsieur I’ostel, and of his interview with the investigating 
magistrate. H(‘l(jne listened wdth au emotion she made no efi’ort to con- 
ceal, nor could she restrain her tears when her companion began to relate 
how Monsieur J'ostel liad recognised M^diSric at the very lirsf^glaiice. 
But when the major came to the end, and told her that the magistrate 
had refused to admit that the proof was conclusive, and had drily requested 
him to retire without promising him anything, she exclaimed scornfully ; 

“ Is it possible that the magistrate can close his eyes to this evidence, 
and tliat Monsieur de Mestras must remain in prison until the 
discover the assassin ? Is it not enough to prove that it w'as no|y|||n'siei(r 
de Mestras who fired the revolver? How dare they frame tnW®bsur<l 
charge of complicity against him ? ” • 

“ It seems incredible, but such is the case, nevertheless.” 

“But perhaps they will never find the assassin. * I suspected Maurc- 
vers, and 1 still suspect him, especially as his wife just told me that ho. 
had fled, but we have no proofs.” 

“ How long since ? ” inquired the major hastily. 

“About an hour ago, probably. He only came home to tell his unfor- 
tunate wife that he was afraid of being arrested, that he had made all his 
irrangements for flight, and that she would never sec him again. ” 

“ Did she say any thing to you about Golymine ? ” 

“She cursed him as the cause of this, her crowning misfortune, and 
thinks that Golymine intends to abandon her husband after ruining 
tiixp.” 

“lam of an entirely different opinion. Golymine cannot abandon hia 
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accomplice ; and, as Golymin^ has not left Paris, Maurevers must stilljbe 
in that city or its vicinity.” 

“ His accomplice ! Then you, too, believe that this Russian ” 

I thought at first that it was Golymine who killed Madame de Muire ; 
but I now think that he bribed Maurevers to kill her, and I know why he 
did it. Madame de Muire had entrusted her fortune to Golymine.” 

** Have you any proof of this ? ” 

• “I have in my pocket a letter in which he acknowledges the receipt of 
all Madame de Muire’s bonds and securities.” 

“ And does he know that this letter is in your .possession ? ” * 

“ No ; fortunately, he hasn’t the slightest suspicion of the fact, for if 
he had he would have been out of France before this.” 

“ And you will only have to show this letter to the magistrate tosen- 
sure M^d^ric’s instant release, I suppose ? ” 

“ That is exactly what I intend to do.” 

“ What are you waiting for ? ” 

“ Nothing ; and my first impulse was to hasten back to Versailles, and 
confide my discovery to this doubting magistrate, but I have been think- 
ing.^e matter over, and now I am a little in doubt as to what course to 
puraue. ” 

“VThy?” 

** For a reason that I should not hesitate to confide to my wife if I 
were married — in fact, I should certainly consult my wife — for I am sure 
that her decision would be the right one ; but 1 can hardly consult — a 
young, unmarried lady,” said George, smiling. 

“ Say rather an old maid,” stammered H6l6ne, blushing. “ Haven’t I 
told you that I am twenty-five ? ” 

** One certainly would not think so,” replied the major^ gallantly ; 
but' even if you were thirty I should not feel at liberty to broach such a 
subject to you, while ” 

“ Go on, if you please, sir.” ^ 

‘‘ While if you were but eighteen I could speak to you with perfect 
frankn6S8 if — if I were sure we were to be married this year.” 

This statement of the case was very plain ; but it was also so delicate 
that Mademoiselle Lanoue could not take ofience. 

“You take an unfair advantage of the situation,” she murmured. 

“ Possibly ; but— may I speak ? I await your answer.” 

XIII. 

e 

The moment was really a solemn one, for H416ne underwood perfectly 
well that if she answered in the affirmative it would be equivalent to a 
promise of marriage. She hesitated. She dared not look at George 
Roland for fear that he might read her feelings in her eyes, so she stood 
gazing straight before her at the lofty trees, whose tops, gilded by the 
last rays of the setting sun, stood out clearly against the horizon. The 
air was warm and balmy, the breeze sighed gently through the leafy 
branches, and the birds sung sweetly as they flitted from tree to tree. 
Everything around H<^l^ne seemed to conspire to touch a heart full of 
repressed tenderness. Reared to sacrifice herself for others, and to sup- 
press her deepest feelings, the orphan girl seemed to suddenly entei* upon 
a new life on hearing this brave and honourable man ask her to plight him 
l^rWth under this azure heaven — the abode of the beneficent Maker, to 
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wh#in he seemed to appeal as a witness to th^ sincerity of Ms love. There 
are impulses which a woman cannot resist, and to which she never repents 
of having yielded. 

Tell me all,” she murmured, shyly, at last. 

. George took her hand, pressed an ardent but respectful kiss upon it, 
then continued gaily : 

“ It 18 settled now. I belong to you ; you belong to me ; we belong to 
each other — and for our whole life. All the rest is a mere ceremony,, 
which shall take place on any day that you will appoint. Only I beg 
that you will not defer it too long.” 

“It shall be on the day that Marcelle marries M 6 d^ric de Mestras,” 
replied the young girl, with a covert meaning which the major understood 
perfectly. 

“Yesterday I should have asked you to fix upon a less uncertain 
date,” he replied. “ To-day I accept your decision, for I am now sure 
that there is nothing to prevent their speedy marriage. ” 

“ Do you really mean it ? ” exclaimed Mademoiselle Lanoue. 

“ At least nothing except the opposition of my old friend, Jacques de 
Muire, and I hope soon to convert him to my way of thinking. Now, 
that you are to be my wife, I have nothing to conceal from you, so I may 
as well tell you that I have just made some painful discoveries, which I 
should not feel at liberty to reveal to you if you had not promised to 
become Madame Roland. The fact is, I have just found a number of 
letters addressed to Madame de Muire by the father of Mdd 6 ric de 
Mestras, and by two or three other persons. But I must first explain 
how 1 happened to discover them- Monsieur de Muire requested me to 
carefully examine every piece of furniture in his wife^s apartments, in the 
hope that I might find papers which would give some clue to the where- 
abouts of the missing property ; and it is very fortunate that this idea 
occurred to him. Heaven must have inspired it, to spare him the chagrin 
of learning that his wife had basely cjeceived him. Still, an examination 
of the colonel’s correspondence relieved me of a terrible anxiety. His 
letters are not signed, but I have compared the writing with sonlc^orders 
I have at my rooms, penned by his hand, and I am certain that the letters 
are from him. I have read them, and now know the whole history of the 
unfortunate passion he unwittingly aroused in Madame de Muiro’s heart. 
He deserves the more credit for not betraying and deceiving his friend, 
from the fact that he returned this love. He struggled against it con- 
stantly for fifteen years and never once yielded. This was ten ttt|is more 
heroic than the famous charge at Gravelotto» in which he died a glorious 
death. His letters are masterpiecqs — the honest man speaks in every 
line. He could not help loving his friend’s w’ife. We are not masters of 
our own hearts, and love cannot be controlled. When it comes one cannot 
tear it from one’s breast as one extracts an aching tooth. But the 
colonel’s will held this love which he could not extinguish in strict sub- 
serviency. He was too brave to be guilty of a dishonourable act, and he 
never became Madame de Muire’s lover. He even tried to cure her of 
liter fondness for him, and implored her to lavish ail her love upon Mar- 
celle, whom he loved * as well as if she had been his own daughter,’ as he 
remarks in one of these letters. ” 

“ Have you destroyed the letters?'’ interrupted Mademoiselle Lanoua. 

“ Ko, I shall keep themj and if any of the men who have slandered 
Marcelle’s father dare to repeat their calumnies, I will prove to them^that 
they are liars by showing them these letters. And if any of these shame- 
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fill rumours should ever reach Jacques de Muire's ears, I shall show 
too, this correspondence, which so completely vindicates our brave' friend 
Mcstras, who died for his native land.” 

** I think it would be much better not to show them to Monsieur de 
Muire,” said Mademoiselle Lanoue, sagely. “ These letters, though they 
vindicate Colonel de Mestras, do not exc ulp ate Madame de Muire, you 
must recollect. ” s . 4 3 

“ Oh ! I shall not show them to the count unless I am compelled to do 
so to obtain his consent to his daughter s marriage with Mddiidc,” replied 
the major, quickly, “ and 1 feel almost sure that.I shall not be obliged to 
resort to any such measure. But under no circumstances whatever will 
Jacques ever see the others.” 

“ The others I ” repeated the girl. ‘‘ So these were not the only Iq^tcrs 
you found ? ” 

“ Alas ! no, mademoiselle. I now come to a revelation which T could 
make only to the lady who is to beconjc my wife, and to wdiicli T must 
entreat you to listen. It will be very painful to you, I know, but 
M<5d (Eric’s life and Marcelle’s happiness are at stake, Madame dc Muire 
had other correspondents w'ho were less honourable than the colonel. 
Monsicui Dubrac, for instance.” 

‘‘ A captain in the Guards before the war ! ” 

“ The same. Did you ever meet him ? ” 

“ I met him two or three times immediately after I entered upon ray 
duties as governess in the Muire household.” 

“ Yes, and at a date that corresponds wdth the termination of tliia 
brief affair. I read these letters, too, and afterwards burned them, for 
they did honour neither to the person who wrote them nor' to the person 
who received — and answered them. But 1 did not burn Count Golymiiio’s 
letters.” 

“ Letters ! Why, I understood there was but one.” 

“ There was a package of them. The correspondence continued seven 
years, with frequent intermission^, how’ovcr. Madame de Muire and 
Golyiriikie mot regularly at Aix, in iSavoy.” 

“ Where 1 have never been.” 

“Nor has Marcelle. Jacques used to go there occasionally, but ho 
never remained long, and so he met Count Golymine only casually. Last 
year he met him again in Paris at a club, but did not invite him to the 
house. Unfortunately, Madame de Muire had renewed her relations 
with i M f rascal, whom she should have sedulously shunned. She met 
him secretly, I am almost certain, since I have seen the notes Golymine 
wrote to her ; and though the old love seems to have died out, I am sure 
she still placed implicit confidence* in him. This was undoubtedly the 
case, as she entrustccito him all the bonds and securities which constituted 
her private fortune, and for which she received no receipt except the brief 
allusion to the fact contained in a letter.” 

“ Docs the letter bear his signature ? ” 

“ Noj unfortunately; and I am not acquainted with his handwriting, 
hut the inx^estigating magistrate must know it, for he examined him yes - 
terday as a witness, and he must certainly have signed his deposition'. 
Besides, it will bo an easy matter for me to procure other specimens of 
bis haneWriting, and when I am in a position to provo conclusively that 
these letters are from him, the magistrate will be compellc<l to issue an» 
order for his arrest, for I can then explain to him how the crime was^com- 
mitted.” 
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' I wish you would explain that to me.” # 

“ Willingly. I must explain to you first that the murder, even though* 
it was premeditated, as was unquestionably the case, must have been com- 
mitted on the impulse of the moment. Golymine could have had no means 
oi knoVxiig that Madame de Muire would go to see the train pass on tlio 
19th of June, but he knew that she often indulged in that innocent pastime, 
and all the details of the atrocious crime had been carefully planned days; 
and powssibly weeks, before. This Maurevers, whom he had met in former 
years in the gambling d'fens of other lands, was willing to do anything for 
money, and is probably an excellent pistol shot. Golymine, vlio w*as 
aM'arc of this fact, must have bribed Jiim to kill the countess whenever a 
good opportunity oflered as the train passed. Who knows how many 
times the two villains made the trip together from Paris to Saintdlermain 
without finding the opportunity they sought ! It presented itself at last, 
and under cirtaimstances which were particularly favovirable to their 
designs. Mederic w'as in the train ; at Ohatoii he cliange<l his compart- 
ment. Maurevers, who knew liim by sight — his wife told you so — in- 
formed Golymine of the fact, and the idea of taking advantage of the 
circumstance occurred to them. They both leaped into the railway 
carriage that Medeiio had just hastily left, and there, by the very worst 
luck 1 ever heard of, found the revolver that Mederic had lost, ’ I'he 
name of Mestras was engiaved upon it. Golymine had heard through 
Monsieur dc Liscoat that !Med(.u*ic was betrothed to Marcclle, and tliat 
Madame de Muire was opimscil to the marriage. He saw at once tlio 
advantages to be cloiived from the use of this W’eapon, and instead of 
using the one lie had brought for the purpose, Maurevers, by Golyminc’s 
order, fired the shot with Mederic’s revolver, and his aim was only*too 
accurate.” 

Yea, it must have occurred in tliat way,” remarked HeUuie, filled 
with admiration for the major's sagacity. 

Afterwards they had only to cast suspicion upon Med6ric, and have 
him accused of the very crime they tJicmselves had committed," continued 
(ieorge. “ "J’hey succeeded in this, as you know. But Golymine, wdio 
was tljc prime mover in the affair, made one very great mistake. He pro- 
bably thought it would be advisable to avert a criminal suit, which M'oiild 
necessitate an investigation he had every reason to dread, and the unfor- 
tunate idea of attempting a compromise with Mederic occurred to him.’’ 

A compromise with Mederie,” repeated Mademoiselle Lanoue, greatly 
astQni.shed. 

“ Yes ; oil the evening of the crime ho laid in w’oit for M6deric on th(‘< 
Place Pigallo, and when our friend wTts about to enter the house, accost (‘d 
liiiii anti oflered to restore his revolver to him on condition tliat Mederic 
would not try to injure him in the estimation of the Count do Muire, upon 
whom he intended to call very speedily.” 

“ 1 do not understand his object in making such a proposal.” 

“ Nor do 1 as yet, but you may rest assured that he had one. Ho 
denied it, liowever, to the investigating magistrate, whom Med(5ric 
apprised of the fact when it was too late. Well, Mcnloric positively re- 
jected these overtures, wdiich savoured strongly of blackmail, and Golymine 
decided three days afterwards to give up the l evolver to the statid^i -keeper 
at Saint-Germain, who sent it to the magistrate. Golymine took good 
care not to appear in this aflair, however. He entrusted this dangerous 
mksion to Maurevers, and Maurevers probably performed it with neluc- 
tanc^for he must have feared that it would cost him dear eventually. 
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“You will not leave for Vej'sailles until after you have seen me agaih; 
promise me that ? ” said Helene, hastily. 

“ No, mademoiselle,” replied George, a little surprised at this request. 
*‘B,esides, I trust that wo have not seen the last of each other for this 
evening, as I expect to dine at the villa, and we shall consequently have an 
opportunity of resuming our conversation. But here we are at the house, 
liow has my friend J ac<][ue8 spent the day ? ” 

' “ Very dolefully, I fear. I have scarcely seen him. He did not break- 
fast with us this morning.” 

“ And Marcelle ? 

“ Marcelle is as despondent as ever. vShe seems to have found fresh food 
for anxiety in the hesitation you displayed when the date of her intended 
marriage was under discussion. She fancies that you disapprove of the 
match, and asked me why, and I was obliged to get out of the dilemma as 
best I could.” 

“ Fortunately, I can now tell her that I intend to do everything in my 

f ower to enable her to marry the man of her choice ; and to convince her 
am going to tell Jacques this very evening that he will do very w-rong if 
he persists in refusing his consent after Mederic's innocence is established. 
Jacques has no right to condemn his daughter to a life of celibacy^ and if 
he continues obstinate I shall advise Marcelle to wait and marry without 
his consent as soon as she comes of age. Where is the dear girl now?” 

“ Wo spent the afternoon in the garden, but slu) saw Monsieur de Muire 
on the balcony, and went to join him, just as I started out to meet you.” 
“Ah, well ! let us go in. We will find them and have a little chat.” 
You must dispense with my company. It wants only about a quarter 
of an hour to dinner, and I must go up to my room and make myself ))re- 
sentable. Monsieur do Muire lays great stress upoutlrcssing for dinner, 
you know.” 

“ And this would be a bad time to displease him,” replied George, smil- 
ing. “Now give me (iolyinino’s letter. 1 want to put it carefully away 
in my ppt ke t-book , ” 

“ Will you trust it to me until I come back ? ” 

“Yes, certainly, on condition that you do not return it to me in pre- 
sence of the count and his daughter.” 

“ I will promise not to do that— and if I ask you to leave it in my keep- 
ing a few moments, it is only because I have in my possession another letter 
with which I should like to compare it-.” 

“ l>o so at your leisure, madeinoiseile ; but before wc part for a few 
moments, allow me to remind you that we are betrothed. 1 have your 
promise, and you have mine.” 

“ And 1 shall not bj’eak it,” mutmured the girl softly. 

“ Then I have your permission to announce our engagement? 

“ What ! you would do that already ? ” 

“Certainly. - It will give me an excellent opportunity to broach the 
subject of Mai'celle’s marriage.” 

H('*lene was about to reply, but Fran9ois suddenly appeared before them, 
and she could not continue the conversation in his presence, C8])ccially as* 
tlic major stopped him to inquire if Monsieur de Muire was still upon the 
balcony. 8o she went straight up to her room, and (.Jeorge Koland soon 
afterwards made his way to the di'awing-rtwm and found Monsieur de 
Muire in the place where Mademoiselle Lanoue had left him. Marcelle 
was •■sitting beside him, silently weeping. She dried her eyes when alie 
saw the major enter, smile kindly upon her, and ofTer his hand to Monsieur 
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de \luire.' Something in, his manner told that he was the bearer of 
good news. 

“How do you do, Jacques? How do you do, Marcello?” he said, 
cheerfully, seating himself astride a chair. “ I have been making the most 
of my time since I left you, and I have some good news for you'. 

The father and the daughter gazed at him in equal astonishment. 

“lam going to be married,” continued the major, tranquilly. 

“ You ? ” exclaimed the count, hardly believing his own ears. 

“ Yes ; lam rather old, but better late than never, you know.” 

‘ ‘ Whom are you going to marry ? ” 

“ A young lady you both know and love—yes, my friend, a young lady. 
Slid* is twenty-five, and I am forty, and she might do much better than 
marry a rough old trooper like me ; but I assure you that she marries me 
of her own free will. Can’t you guess who it is ? Try. ” 

Then, as Maroelle shook her head, the major continued : 

“ Oh, well, 1 had better tell you and have done with it, particularly as 
there are a number of matters I want to speak to you about this evening. 
I am going to marry Mademoiselle Lanoue. ” 

“ H<f‘lene ? ” exclaimed Monsieur de Muire and Iiis daughter in the same 
breath. • 

“ Yes. You approve my choice, do you not? ” 

“With all my heart!” cried Marcelle, “The ncMS makes me very 
happy.” 

‘ ‘ And the two weddings will take place on the same day — the fifteenth 
of October — that is, unless Jacques prefers an earlier date.” 

“ I do not understand you,” replied Monsieur de Muire, brusquely. 

“ I was speaking of M^^ddiric’s marriage as well as mine.” 

“ What ! do you still dare ” 

“Medif^ric will bo released in a few days, and the magistrates will 
hnmV>ly apologize to him for the injustice they have done him. Y'ou 
certainly will not be so cruel as to harden your heart against the wortliy 
lad whom you have always loved as a son, and who has just pai5.>^l through 
such a trying ordeal. Marcelle would never hirgive you.” * 

“Is it really you who address this language to me — you, who only 
a quarter of an hour before this unfortunate young man’s arrest advised 
me to be in no haste about giving him my daughter — you, who have 
certainly had grave doubts as to his innocence ever since he was sent to 
])rison ? ” 

“ But I have irrefutable proofs of his innocence now. And I have yet 
another piece of good news for you. I no longer despair of recovering the 
missing stocks and bonds. 1 can aaf no more just now, however.” 

The count made a gesture which said as plainly a^ words : “That matters 
very little to me,” and which might refer alike to the verdict of “Not 
guilty ” anticipated by the major, or to the hope he expressed of recover- 
ing Madame de Muiro’s fortune. Marcelle said never a word ; and George 
lloland, rather disconcerted by the count’s icy manner, was beginning to 
wonder if it would not be advisable for him to change the subject, when 
Mademoiselle Lanoue entered the drawing-room, closely followed by 
Fran 9 ois. She was very pale and deeply agitated, though she, of course, 
could not have known that the major had just announced theit* intended 
marriage. 

•••■Dinner is served,” announced the valet. 

' The conversation could not be resumed in the presence of a servant, so 
MomSieur de Muire and his daughter rose to lead the way to the dinings 
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room. The major offered his %rm to Mademoiselle Lanoue. As he did so 
she trhispered ; “I must see you to-morrow morniug without fail before you 
leave for Versailles. I have something of the greatest importance to say 
to you.” 


XIV. 

On the morning following the eventful day whicji made Helene Lanoue 
George Roland’s affianced wife, MM^ric’s ardent defender woke very 
early, and in rather a bad humour. Not that he regretted engaging him- 
self to Madomoiselle Lanoue — any feeling of that sort was the furtlt^st 
from his thoughts — but he was greatly annoyed that he had been unable to 
regain possession of Golymine’s letter. The previous evening had dragged 
^ without affording him a single moment’s private conversation w'ith^is 
iBW^othed. Monsieur de Muire had kept them both close prisoners in the 
drawing-room after dinner, and, to the major’s great astonishment;* the 
count had taken evident pains to change the subject whenever his old 
friend ventured an allusion,to his intended marriage with the governess. 
Even^ more persistently did the count avoid 'any allusion to M4d6ric’s 
probable vindication, so Marcello did not venture to broach the subject, 
and H4l^ine was equally reticent in regard to the major’s plans. Indeed, 
the latter seemed ifiore sad and preoccupied than her pupij^ and Monsieur 
de Muire, who appeared even more depressed in spirits than usual, 
scarcely replied when he was spoken to, so that the conversatiQ]a_.had 
flagged ill spite of all George’s efforts. At last he proposed that the entire 
should adjourn to the garden to enjoy the fresh air, in the hope of 
hiiding a chance to talk with Mademoiselle Lanoue, if only for a minute or 
two ; but Monsieur de Muire declared that the night air would be injuri- 
ous to his daughter’s health, and H41^ne pleading a violent headache as an 
excuse, asked permission to retire sofne time before the usual hour. Her 
betrothed* was consequently deprived of the pleasure of her society, and as 
Marcelle announced her intention of following her friend’s example, there 
was nothing left for the major but to sit and yawn away the evening in 
the company of his unreasonable friend. Finally, for w’ant of a better 
way to spend his time, lie wisely concluded to go to bed and secure an 
interview with Mademoiselle Lanoue early the next morning. Her failure 
to give back the letter excited no sui prise oh his part, however, for on 
handing it to her, he had requested her not to return it to him in the 
presence of witnesses ; whilst that she fully intended to return it, he did 
not doubt in the least, for he attached very little importance to the com- 
parison of handwritings upon which H41hne seemed bent. < Besides, he. 
did not really need it until it was time for him to leave for Versailles, and 
he knew that the investigating magistrate would not reach the Palace of 
Justice before noon. 

About eight o’clock, after a restless and rather uncomfortable night, he 
dressed himself aifd went down into the garden to smoke a cigar, while 
waiting for Mademoiselle Lanoue to make her appearance. She usually ' 
rose about nine o’clock, and rarely remained in her room after her morning 
toilet was completed, so that he might reasonably hope to see her very 
soon, especially as she had requested him not to leave for Paris without 
seeing her, the evening before. He waited in vain until half-past nine, 
however, and had all but decided to return to the house in the hope of 
.meeting; her in the drawitig-room or on the stairs, when he saw FrtiCncois * 
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approaching with a blue envelope in his hand. The receipt of a tele- 
gram is ho very momentous event now>a-d|.yB, but this dispatch was so 
unexpected that the major opened it with considerable eagerness. It read 
as follows : 

The major is requested to call at the house on the Boulevard Male- 
sherbes immediately. There have been some new developments, and I 
cannot leave my post.” 

It was signed Carcen 9 .c, and George Roland asked himself in no little 
astonishment what all this could mean. The old soldier did nothing 
rashly, and some event of great importance must have occurred to induce 
hin» to send this urgent summons to his superior odicer. But what event ? 
(George shrewdly suspected that an attempt to break into the house had 
been discovered and frustrated by Carcenac, who was naturally anxious to 
report as soon as possible ; but it might be something else, and being in 
doubt, the major decided to respond to the summons immediately and in 
person, though to do this he must start for Paris at once. This little trip, 
however, would not prevent him, of course, from going to Versailles after- 
wards; but the major did not want to leave^ without the letter, so he 
asked Francois to send one of the maid -servants to Mademoiselle Lanoue’s 
room, with the request that she would step down into the garden for a 
moment. Whereupon Fran 9 ois replied that Mademoiselle Lanoue had 
just gone out in walking costume, and had requested him to inform 
Mademoiselle de Muire that she would not be back much before the dinner 
hour. This intelligence annoyed George very much ; in fact, it even 
alarmed him. Where had Mademoiselle Lanoue gone, and above all, why 
had she gone without informing him of her intentions after virtually 
promising him an interview ? She knew, too, that she ought to have 
returned Golymine’s letter, fpr without it his intended visit to the 
investigating magistrate would be worse than useless. This unexpected 
departure was truly incomprehensible, and his trip to Versailles would 
have to be postponed. * x ^ 

“Another day of delay 1 Shall I ever get M6d6nc out of prison?” 
growled George, stamping his foot Impatiently. “ And Golymine is 
already packing his trunks, perhaps. Ah, well ! as I don’t propose to 
waste the day, I will spend it in listening to my friend Carcenac’s report, 
and see the magistrate to-morrow.” 

There was certainly nothing to prevent his immediate departure. His 
hat was upon his head, and his cane in his hand, so the major ran after 
the valet to bid him inform Monsieur de Muire that he should be absent 
all day, and then hastened down the* road leading to Chatou, in order not 
to miss the, twenty minutes to eleven train for Paris. He was a brisk 
walker, and he soon reached the station, where an agreeable surpflse 
awaited him. The first person he saw was H<^l^ne, who had just pur- 
chased her ticket. She blushed a little on perceiving him, but she came 
straight towards him, and said : “ You must excuse me for leaving for 
Paris without seeing you. ” 

“ I was greatly disappointed, I must confess. Last evening, you 
remember, you asked ” 

“ For an interview this morning. That is true. But just Us I was 
about to join you in the garden, Marcelle’s maid handed me a letter, 
summoning me to Paris, and when I received it I had barely time to 
catch the train. I am expected there jit eleven o’clock to meet an old 
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school-friend, whom I have not seen for three years, and who ai^ved cyily 
yesterday from Russia on heA way to London, for which place she leaves 
to-morrow.** 

“ It has all turned out for the best since I meet you here,” replied the 
major. “We can gq up to town together, and you will have an^oppor 
tuuity of telling me all you would otherwise have told me at the Oaks. 
You wished to speak to me, I presume, about the handwriting you 
thought you .recognised. ’* 

“And I think so still, though I could not find the scrap of writing 
with which I wished to compare it. Are you going to Versailles?’* 

“Not to-day. I have not Golymine’s letter with me, you recollect, 
and it would be useless for me to go without that.” 

“ True ; I ought to have returned it to you before leaving home, b«t I 
was in such a hurry ; and, unfortunately, 1 have not it with me now. It 
is safe, however. 1 locked it up in a box of which I alone have the key. 
I will return it to you this evening, and to-morrow, if you are still dis- 
posed to make use of it, you can take it to the investigating magistrate.” 

“ That is my intention, and in the meantime I have plenty to occupy 
my attention in Paris. Carcenac has just sent me a telegram informing 
me that my presence at the Muire’s town house is absolutely necessary 
this .morning. I don’t know why, but I am going there, and shall remain 
as long as I find it necessary.” 

The arrival of the train interrupted the conversation. The major 
selected a compartment which was partially occupied by a worthy family, 
and Mademoiselle Lanoue felt grateful to him for not ciioosing a neigh- 
bouring compartment which was vacant, and in which they might have 
talked more freely. She had her own private reasons for not wishing to 
resume the conversation, and she thought it scarcely probable that George 
would say anything more to her in the presence of strangers about the 
letter he had entrusted to her care, or about her school-friend who had 
just returned to Paris. George, on his part, deemed it quite unnecessary 
to explain^yvhy Carcenac ’s telegram had so excited his anxiety, so both 
had thsii^reasons for maintaining a prudent silence. The journey from 
Chatou to Paris occupied only about thirty ifiinutes, and they made it 
almost in silence, but not without reflecting upon the grounds of anxiety 
which engrossed their minds, but which they preferred to keep to them- 
selves, The major was secretly wondering why Mademoiselle Lanoue, 
whose memory rarely or never failed her, should have forgotten to return 
Golymine’s letter ; and, on the other hand, Mademoiselle Lanoue was 

K to Paris to carry out a plan she was unwilling to confide to her 
thed. On reaching the Saint-I^zare terminus, George had the dis- 
cretion not to offer to accompany the young lady any further, and she 
probably was not anxious for his company, for she remarked : 

“My friend, who is a governess in a wealthy Russian family, is 
stopping at the Hotel Meurice, in the Rue de Rivoli. You are on your 
way to the Boulevard Malesherbes, consequently we are not going in the 
same direction, nor do I know what train I shall return by. But we shall 
meet again this evening at the Oaks, and there will probably be many 
things that I shall want to say to you. ” 

“An^that I shall want to say to you,'” replied George, as they shook hands. 
H^l^ne walked away, and the major sprang into a cab. Ten minutes 
afterwards he was ringing at the door of Monsieur de Muire’s town house. 
Carcenac did not answer the summons very promptly, and when he did he 
opened the door only a little way, and peered out cautiously. 
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^ “ It is you, major ! ” he exclaimed. “ Thank you for I’esponding to my* 
t^iegran! so promptly. .You will find tha^ I have not troubled you un- 
necessarily. ” 

“ I hope not, indeed,” replied George. “ But why do you take so many 
piecaiitions ? ” * , • 

“ Because since last night I have been not only a porter but a jailer.*' 

“ What ! a jailer ? ’* exclaimed George. 

“Come in, come in, major, and 1 will tell you all about it,** said 
Carcenac, throwing open the door. 

But no sooner had the major crossed the threshold than the faithful 
custodian double-locked the door behind him. 

“Now my mind is easy,” he remarked. “ No one can enter or leave 
th» house without my permission.** 

“ AVhy, what has happened since yesterday ? Did any cne attempt to 
break into the house last night ? ” 

“ If they had only attempted it I should not have ventured to telegrapli 
to you.” 

“ What ! do you mean that some one succeeded in getting in ? ” 

“Over the garden wail. I prophesied as much yesterday, you 
recollect.’* 

“ But how about those dogs that were to devour the intruders ? ”, 

“ It was no fault of tlieirs that they did not devour him. I loosed 
them before I went to bed, but the man threw some poisoned meat into 
the garden from the top of the wall, which he had reached with the aid of 
a ladder, and waited until the poison did its work before he ventured 
down. The whole thing was very cleverly planned, but fortunately I was 
at hand. I am a light sleeper, too, you know% and though 1 had thrown 
myself down upon the bed, I had taken good care not to undi’ess. This is 
the whole story. About half-past eleven o’clock I heard the dogs bark. 
My room is on the first floor, overlooking the garden, but though 1 opened 
the window I could see nothing. The scoundrel had just thrown the 
poisoned meat over the wall, and clambered down again out of sight. My 
two dogs only growled occasionally after that. I kept quiet room, 
but I did not close an eye, and listened with all my might. I said to my- 
self : ‘There is going to be some fun to-night.* 1 felt perfectly well 
satisfied at the fact, but I wasn’t at all troubled or uneasy. My gun was 
loaded, and so was my pistol, and I had sharpened up my sabre the even- 
ing before — the faithful sabre that hewed down two Prussians at Gnfve- 
lotte. I had taken the precaution to extinguish my lamp, and even my 
pipe, on account of the smell of tobacco which might have betrayed nje. 
A soldier is not allowed to smoke un^er arms in the presence of tho enemy, 
and I felt that an enemy w^as indeed prowling around my bivouac.” 

“Come, come, make your story as short as possible!” exclaimed 
George. ^ 

“ J will, I will, major. Well, the clock had just struck twelve when 
I thought I heard a noise in the garden. I jumped up, but this time I 
did not open my window, but glued my face to the pane and looked out. 
There was no moon, but the night being very clear, I could distinguish 
objects quite plainly, and the first thing I perceived was one of my dogs 
lying on his side in the walk. He had dragged himself there to die. 
Then I understood why the barking had ceased, and said to myself : ‘ The 
scoundrel who poisoned you is not far off,’ I need not assure you that I 
looked with all my eyes, and I soon saw a man making his way down into 
the garden by means of a ladder.” 
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** You fired at him, I hope ? 

** I had a great desire to do so, but upon reflection I concluded that 1 
might miss him — it is no easy matter to aim correctly at night — and if I 
missed him he would make his escape the way he came, and I should nol 
succeed in capturing him, for on the other side of the wall there is only £ 
vacant lot that extends to the Rue de Vezelay, and is enclosed at that ene 
only by a wooden fence. There are plenty of houses on both sides of us, 
but 1 did not care to arouse the neighbours ; besides, I was anxious to fine 
but what the rascal was after, and 1 felt sure I should have plenty of time 
to c olla r him afterwards. " 

‘Tfes, it was really of the utmost importance* that he should not be 
allowed to escape, and if you succeeded in capturing him ** 

** I certainly did, major, and in a much easier way than you w^ulc 
have supposed possible. Would you believe it ? When he reached the 
ground he tranquilly picked up his ladder — which was a strong, lighi 
ladder with hooks on the end, exactly like the ladders used by firemen— 
and crossing the garden, placed it against the wall of the house, directly 
under the window of the room formerly occupied by the countess.” 

“ I understand now,” muttered George Roland. “ And you made nc 
attempt to prevent it ? You certainly did well.” 

“ I was not such a fool as to prevent him from entering the trap, so 1 
just stood at my window, and watched his manoeuvres. Yesterday, aftei 
you left, I took the precantion to close the shutters and draw down the 
curtains, but these obstacles did not deter him long. He had a little bag 
containing some tools strapped across his back, and in less than five 
minutes he had opened the shutters with the aid of a cold chisel. Then 
he attacked the window. With a glazier’s diamond he deftly cut out a 
pane of glass, so deftly, indeed, that he made no noise about it, then 
passing his hand through the opening, he unfastened the c^tch, opened 
the window, and climbed over the sill into the room.” 

What then ? ” 

“ I waited a few seconds, then taking my revolver, I stole cautiously 
out’ into ti{e*gard 0 n. By this time he had struck a light, and was evidently 
hard at work, so I had only to hasten upstairs to catch him in the act. 
But the first thing to be done was to cut off his retreat, so I removed the 
ladder, which was only leaning against the wall, as he had not been able 
to find any support for the hooks. I hadn’t the slightest difficulty in 
getting the ladder into the house, and then I said to myself : ‘ I have you 
now, my fine fellow 1 ’ and I did have him sure enough, major. The door 
leading into Madame de Muire’s apartments was locked on the outside, 
and the window is fully twenty feet from the ground. But even if he had 
mustered up courage to jump out I should have had no trouble in 
capturing him.” 

“ Did you go up the front stairs ? ” 

Yes, major. I had my loaded revolver in one hand, and a dark 
lantern I use in making my nightly round in the other, and I had placed 
in my coat pocket a bundle of small rope. The room the scoundrel had 
entered was some distance from the landing, and I was sure he would not 
hear me, for my keys are always kept oiled, and I had on my slippers.- 
So I crept softly through Mademoiselle Marcelle’s room, and through the 
boudoirf and found the door of madame’s room standing half open. Of 
course 1 looked in, and I saw mv man hard at work. 1 could see him as 
plainly as I see yon now, for he had lighted all the candles in the candel- 
abra upon the mantel-shelf. The room was as light as day, and the 
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scoundref was just preparing to break open the secretary. I set my 
lantern down on the floor, and sprang upon him from behind, seizing 
him, not by the collar, but by the throat, so that he could not cry out, 
>^hile with my other hand I held my revolver close to his temple. He 
struggled to free himself, and in the struggle he stumbled and fell, but 1 
did not let go my hold. I pressed my knee hard down upon his stomach, 
and as I ha4 half strangled him, this gave me an opportunity to bind his. 
arms securely before he could regain his breath. ** 

The major glanced at 'the hands that had accomplished this feat, hands 
as brawny and muscular as those of a butcher, and secretly thought that 
Monsieur de Muire had done well to entrust his house to the care of this 
old^woldier. 

“ Afterwards, 1 bound him securely to one of the posts of madame’s 
bed,” resumed Carcenac, “ so securely, indeed, that I defy him to move 
hand or foot. ” 

“Do you mean that he is there now ? ” 

“Yes, of course. He can’t be very comfortable. In fact, I am sure 
he must be terribly cramped by this time, though I did allow him to sit 
down. He is seated on tne bed, with his legs stretched out, and his arms 
tied behind his back, while to make assurance doubly sure, I placed 
around his neck a noose of my own invention, which will certainly strangle 
him if he attempts to get away.” 

“ What did he say when he recovered his breath ? ” 

“ Oh, he swore like a pirate, and called me every insulting name he 
could think of ; but I didn’t take the trouble to answer him. I just lighted 
my pipe, and sat myself down to watch him.” 

“ Didn’t you even ask him why he broke into the house ? ” 

“ Oh ! his object was apparent. He came to steal, of course. If I had 
not appeared upon the scene of action so unexpectedly, he would have 
rummaged through every piece of furniture, and made off with his booty 
the" same way he came. What a furious passion he flew int'' when he 
found that he was caught ! But he has had a chance of calming* down 
during the eleven hours he has been a prisoner. He begins to realise 
that he has no hope of making his escape, and is anxious to know what I 
intend to do with him. He probably fancied that when morning came I 
should summon a couple of policemen, and give him in charge ; hut I 
thought it better to hand him over to you, major, so I wrote a telegram, 
and sent it to the office by a lad in the neighbourhood, the son of the 
fruit merchant over the way. ” 

“ Then I shall find the prisoner upstairs ? ” 

“Yes, major, and you can question him at your leisure, though I 
cannot promise that he will reply. He is a pretty hard sort of a fellow, 
it strikes me, and perhaps it would be better to drag him off to the 
station-house instead of trying to extort a confession from him here.” 

“ What sort of a fellow is he ? ” 

“ A regular scarecrow. He has on a dirty blouse, and an old battered 
hat that a rag-picker would not condescend to fish out of the gutter ; 
but his trousers are well cut and his shoes new, and this has made me 
wonder whether the scoundrel might not be a gentleman* in dis- 
guise.” 

“ What kind of a face has he ? ” 

“Oh ! he isn’t bad -looking. His hair is cut short, and he wears an 
imperial — a black imperial, that is thickly streaked with grey. He is 
^lender, and his hands don’t look as if he has ever done any hard 
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work. He certainly is not a labouring man. But you are a much bettor 

judge than I am, major, and afxer you have seen hirn^ ” 

“Let US go up and take a look at him, then,” interrupted 
Boland, who was now certain that the thief was one of Goljiw&Vs 
emissaries. 


XV. 

'Caucenao led the way up the broad stiircase, but on reaching the door 
leading into the apartments of the dciceased countess, he paused a 
moment to say : 

“ I reclosed the shutters he forced open, and it would be quite d(irk 
in the room if t hadn’t taken the precaution to light a lamp which I 
placed on a small table near the bed, so that the light falls full on the 
prisoner’s face.” 

“ 1 am glad of it, for I want to have a good look at him. You are not 
to tell him who I am. I want him to take me for a commissary of police 
or a magistrate. ” 

“ You don’t look a bit like one, major. Still, that doesn’t matter. If 
you wish, I will tell him that you come from the prefecture or the Palace 
of Justice.” 

“ No, no ; say nothing at all about it.” 

** As you please, major. I won’t open my lips.” 

As he spoke, Carcenac opened the door and ushered George Boland 
into the sleeping-room formerly occupied by Madame de Muire. The man 
was still in the same position, and he must have become heartily tired of 
it, for as soon as he saw the porter, he cried angrily : “So here you are 
again, you dirty rascal ! Have you come to kill me, or are you going to 
leave me here to starve, you ijifcrnal blackguard ? ” 

“ Neither, my friend,” replied Carcenac, unmoved by the insults, to 
which he seemed to have become accustomed. 

The xfSkjor took advantage of tlie opportunity thus afforded to draw a 
little closer to the prisoner, who was as yet unconscious of his presence. 
Carceiiac’s description of the man had been correct in the main, but his 
features, though distorted by suffering and anger, seemed not unfamiliar 
to George Roland. He felt sure that he had seen this haggard face some- 
where before, though it now wore an entirely different expression. At 
last, by dint of racking his brain, he succeeded in recognising in this man 
the person he had surprised in animated conversation with Uolymine at 
.Versailles the afternoon before, the husband of the Princess Orbitello and 
Golymine’s tool ; for though disguised to a certain extent by his new cos- 
tume, the man still wore the insolent air that had struck the major at 
their first meeting. Of course it was not difficult to divine his object in 
breaking into the house. Golymine, who was naturally anxious to regain 
possession of his letters to the coiiiitesa, had come first to reconnoitre, and 
concluding that his letters must be in one of the desks in the bed-room, 
had made his plans accordingly, and entrusted the execution of them to 
Maurevers. George Roland had both men in his power now, for a little 
skilfuljmancouvnng would be sure to extort a confession from Maurevers. 
He accordingly set to work without delay. 

“ Leave us,” he said, turning to the porter, and then stepping forward 
of the gloom. 

wisoiier glared at the new-comer, whose stern face cei’taiuly 
bIBed bmi no good, with the eyes of a caged wolf. 
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Oh ! there is no escape for you, remarked George, ironically. ‘ You 
were at Versailles yesterday, and so was 1.*^ 

Then, again turning to Carcenac, he added : 

DBave us, but don’t go out of hearing. Remain in the next room, ^nd 
if I need you I will call. ” 

Carcenac instantly obeyed, and as soon as he had disappeared the 
major took a chair and seated himself in it, only a few feet from Mau- 
revers, who was grinding his teeth in silent rage. 

“ You know me, of course,” he began. 

“Know you!” yelled the prisoner. “Why, I never even saw you 
before.” 

You not only saw me under circumstances you arc not likely to for- 
get, but you know who I am — and I know who you are.” 

“ Indeed ! ” sneered the man. “ Ah! w^ell, tell me who I am.” 

“Your name is Maurevers ; you were formerly in the service of the 
Western Railway Company, but you are now out of employment,” replied 
George, coldly, “though you will soon be sentenced to several years’ hard 
labour for breaking into an occupied house at night.” 

“ Did you take the trouble to come hero merely to tell me 
this ? ” 

“Not entirely. You must see very plainly that there is nothing to 
prevent me from handing you over to the authorities. You were caught 
in the act, and it will only be necessary for me to notify a magistrate of 
the fact to ensure your immediate arrest.” 

“ Do so if you like. What are you waiting for ? ” 

“I shall not do it unless 1 am obliged to. Vindicate yourself if you 
can I will not deliver up an innocent man.” 

“ But how the deuce am I to vindicate myself? I entered the house 
])y the window, and the c*ld bear who has charge of the place found me 
engaged iu breaking open a secretary. I am sure to be punished ; that is, 
unless 3 ^ on will have the kindness ' to release me and not (^iiounco me 
afterwards.” 

“ Then you broke into the house to steal ? ” 

“ If 1 should deny it you would not believe me.” 

“ Still, you are not a professional tliief.” 

“No, but I have just lost my situation. I haven’t a penny in the world, 
and when a man is starving he takes whatever he can find.” 

“ So it was money you were looking for ? ” 

“You would hardly suppose that it w^as for paper and ink.” 

“ ''.I'ell me the truth. You wore seeking for letters, were you not ? ” 

“ Letters ! ” exclaimed Maurevers, evidently alarmed. 

“You are evidently anxious to pass yourself ofl‘ as a common thief. 
All, well, you will find it very difficult to convince me that you, a well- 
born man, have sunk so low.” 

“ Jlow do you know that I am well-born ?” 

“The Princess Orbitello, your wife, is my infonnant.” 

“vSo she has betrayed me, the hussy !” exclaimed Maurevers. Then 
liastily recovering himself, ho added: “You are not very shrewd if you 
swallowed that yarn. 1 am married, it is true; but I am only a poor devil. 
You must know that women like to boast. My wdfe, wlio isn’f blessed 
with much sense, is always dreaming of princes and millions.” 

“Shall T relate the circumstances that attended your marriage ? You 
met the lady at Ischia, at a time when you were a frequenter of watering- 
places — for yon were once wealthy, and it was gambling that ruined you — 
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.and you married her against t)^e wishes of her father, who was a'Neapoli* 
tan prince of a lineage as ancient as your own. 

While the major was speaking the countenance of Maurevers underwent 
an entire change, and it was not difficult to divine that an entire change of 
feeling was going on in his mind. 

Even admitting that all this be true,” he said, suddenly dropping his 
S.ffeoted coarseness of manner ; “ what are you driving at? ” 

I am trying to make you understand that 1 shall be much more lenient 
if you will confess the truth. You may rest assured that I know all, and 
that if you refuse to confess to me, you will be compelled to make a con- 
fession in the presence of a magistrate. Would you like me to tell you the 
truth?” 

“Go on.” 

“ Well, you are the tool of a man who has already done you an irrepar- 
able injury. This man wrote Madame de Miiire, the former owner of this 
house, some letters that compromised him very deeply. He was extremely 
anxious to regain possession of them, and when he learned that your dis- 
missal had reduced you and yours to the depths of poverty, he offered you 
a handsome sum of money to steal the letters for him ; and you were weak 
enough to accept an offer which he would never have made had he known 
that they were already in my possession.” 

Maurevers gave a nervous start which did not escape George Roland's 
vigilant eye. 

* ‘ He cared noting whatever for the danger you might incur — ^this man 
v/ho boasts of bemg your benefactor, but who has been the chief cause of 
all of our misfortunes. You have been merely his tool, but you will have 
to suffer in his stead if I refuse to come to your aid.” 

* ‘ What do you mean by your last words ? ” inquired the prisoner eagerly. 
“Do you propose to set me atdiberty upon certain conditions ?” 

“I will answer that question when you have given me some pledge of 
your sincerity. Is it, or is it not true that it was Count Golymine who 
sent you here last night ? ” 

“Count Golymine ? I am acquainted with no person of that name.” 

“ You know him so well that I caught you yesterday, at Versailles, in 
close conversation with him ; and you have known him for years. You 
made his acquaintance abroad.” 

“ At Monaco,” replied Maurevers brusquely , seeing that further denial 
was useless. 

“ Very well ; you have taken one step in t:he right direction. It is the 
very best thing you can do under that circumstances, for you are certainly 
much less culpable than he is. Now go on to the end. How much did he 
promise you for procuring these letters ? ” 

“Twenty thousand francs in cash, and an annuity of six thousand 
francs, payable in Italy.” 

“ I can hardly wonder that you allowed yourself to be tempted. If 
the attempt had proved successful you would have crossed the frontier 
without loss of time, of course. When did you intend to leave Paris ? ’* 

“ This evening, as soon as I had received my pay from Golymine.” 

“ Heis waiting for you now, then ? ” 

“ Yes ; and if he does not see me to-day he will know that I have been 
caught,” 

“ That would be very unfortunate, for he would hurry off, and leave 
you to get out of the scrape as best you could.” 

^ ^^nds out what has becomo 
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of j;ue. What has he to fear ? He is too rich to be sus^cted of being the 
siccompli5e of a thief ; besides, he feels sure that I would not betray nim, 
even it I was captured. I have been his abject slave for five long years. 
Ever since his influence secured me the means of earning a livelihood T 
have been his willing tool.” 

’ And why? Are you in his power from any cause ? *’ 

“ No ; it is rather he who is in my power, for I know some pretty hard 
bhkigs about him. But he holds a good position in society just now,. 
9.nd has plenty of money, while I am only a poor wretch. 1 was in no 
position to resist him, so I thought it best to submit,” 

“ So you think he will be alarmed if you fail to put in an appearance 
this morning?” 

4* Certainly. I shouldn’t be surprised if he even came here. He would 
have a very good excuse, as he talks of purchasing the house, and the 
count has given him his permission to examine it. He came here yester- 
day for that purpose. *' 

am aware of that, and if he should repeat his visit to-day 1 shall 
take it upon myself to receive him — and to bring him here. In x^our pre- 
sence he will not dare to deny that he sent you here to secure possession 
of his letters. And if he does deny it, I trust that you will contradict him 
in spite of the awe with which you seem to regard him.” 

“Why should he deny it? Any honourable man who has been a 
woman’s lover would endeavour to obtain possession of letters which \»ere 
likely to fall into her husband’s hands. And it is no crime to assist a 
friend under such circumstances. The end justifies the means. If you 
deliver me up to justice 1 shall tell the truth, and if 1 do 1 shall certainly 
get off very easily.” 

“You had better begin by telling me the truth.” 

“ That is precisely what I should have done if you had acted in a 
different manner. Your subordinate had treated me with such brutalitv 
that I thought myself in no way bound to answer you ; but now you speak 
to me in a gentlemanly manner I have no desire to conceal anything from 
you. In fact, you already know all. I did very wrong to scale^a wall 
and break open a window, but it was witli no evil intentions, I assure you ; 
and Golymine is no more to blame than I am, since he was actuated solely 
by a desire to save a lady’s reputation.” 

“ He must be wonderfully liberal, then. A cash payment of twenty 
thousand francs, and the six thousand francs annuity he promised you, 
merely to spare Monsieur de Muire the chagrin of discovering that his 
wife had deceived him, is a remarkable display of liberality, you must 
admit. ” , 

Maurevers detected the irony concealed under this praise of Golymine’s 
generosity, and regretted his mention of the figures. 

“In spite of my exalted opinion of your protector,” continued the 
major, “ I can hardly believe he would reward a service of this nature so 
generously.” 

“ He knew that I would run a great risk, and he intended to com- 
pensate me accordipite-’’ 

“Say, rather, & fSad a personal interest in regaining possession of 
letters which woim injure him far more than they would Madame de 
Muire if they should fall into a magistrate’s hands.” 

And as Maurevers opened his lips to protest : “ Spare yourself the 
trouble of telling another falsehood,” interrupted the major. “ I found 
the letters and read them, and they are now in a safe place. There is one 



120 


A I{AIWAY TKAGEDY. 


letter for which Golymine would willingly give all his earthly possessicfiis, 
provided I would consent to sell it to him. ° 

I don’t see that he would gain anything by such an exchange.” 

“ He would escape being tried for breach of trust, for one thing. In 
thhi missive, he acknowledges the receipt of a number of securities which 
the countess had entrusted to him for investment. This autograph letter 
is now in my possession ; but if you could restore it to Golymine, I am 
eure that he would give you a much larger sum of money than he promised. 
I even believe that if I were to ask him to give half of his fortune for it 
he would jump at my offer. But I ptut his letter to 

different; use, and after I have shown" it to the public prosecutdrTlilonBieur 
Gblyinine need not hope to escape several years’ imprisonment.” 

Why don’t you say that he will be sent straight to the guillotine, 
and hav»^e done with it?” sneered Maurevers, though his countenance 
certainly wore a rueful expression. 

“ Because juries are inclined to believe in the existence of extenuating 
circumstances, and because the President of the Republic often exercises 
his right to pardon ; but there is a strong probability that your frieiKl’s 
conviction will follow, and that the penalty imposed by law will he visited 
upon him, and in that case you know that the law makes no difference 
between the accomplice and the man u'ho commits the crime.” 

“ I — I do not understand yon,” stammered the Princess Orbitello’s 
ecf^grace of a husband. 

TOefdWas a moment’s silence. The major had no intention of striking 
the decisive blow without due reflection, and Maurevers, who was expect- 
ing it, pi’epared to make a desperate defence. 

** When I met you yesterday at Versailles,” George at last said 
brusquely, “you were in company with Monsieur Golymine, and both of 
you had just left the office of the investigating magistrate.” 

“ He had,” replied Maur^ers, unhesitatingly, “ but I had not.” 

“ That is very strange. Your wife told some one that you expected to 
be arrested, iand that you had decided to flee.” 

Thtf eyes of the prisoner flashed with anger, and if the poor princess 
had been within reach, he would ’probably have made her pay dearly lor 
this imprudent revelation. / 

“ It seems that people censure you for retaining possession of the 
revolver you pretend to have found in the train after the 1 9th of June. It 
seems, too, that you are even suspected of the murder of Madame do 
Muire.” 

“That is false ! ” exclaimed Maurevers hoarsely. 

“ I am not your judge; but you* will, I trust, excuse me if I briefly 
state the case as it appears to me. You bid your wife farewell on return- 
ing from Versailles, and afterward hasten to Paris, where you hide until 
night, y ou are caught in the act of breaking open a secretary that formerly 
contained Golymine’s letters to the countess ; hence, it is natural to con- 
clude that this act was only the necessary sequence to a previous and 
much graver crime. The authorities will certainly incline to this belief, 
and I need not tell you what will be your fate and that of the Scoundrel 
who urged you not only to steal, but to commit a murder.” 

Maurevers hung his head, and the major read the M^retchs ufter dis- 
oomfitnre in his agitated face ; but he was resolved to extort a confession 
from him at any cost. 

“ Listen to me,” he said coldly, You are very culpable^ unquestion- 
ably, but not as guilty as Golymfhe. If any one is to lose his head it 
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should certaiuly be he. It deijends entirely upon me whether or not you 
are delivered up to justioe, as you are completely in my power. But I 
have no hold on him yet, and if he should *succeeel in making his escape, 
it will be upon you alone that the punishment will fall. X think this 
■vyoulci be unjust, I think the rdles should be reversed — that is to say, 
that he ought to be condemned, and you allowed to go and get hung else- 
where. I speak very i^laiixly, I never think it advisable to mince my 
\rords.*’ * 

Oh, not at all. Go on.** 

“I think your only .chance of escaping the punishment you richly 
deserve is to assist me in ensuring the conviction of the man who seems to 
have been your evil genius, and who has carried his rascality so far as to 
bri«kg about the arrest of an innocent man.” 

“ And you will release me if I consent to do this ? ** 

I cannot say exactly 'what I will do ; but I know this much, if you 
refuse to enlighten me with respect to Golymine’s past and his reoont 
acts, you will sleep in prison to-night.** 

“ Enlighten you ! That is easily said, and nothing would please me 
better, but I know nothing at all about him ; or rather I know only one 
thing — that Golymine was once Madame de Muire’s lover, and that he is 
very anxious to regain possession of some letters he wrote to her. "What is 
the cause of this anxiety on his part he has not thought proper to tell me, 
and 1 have not asked him. You say there is a very compromising mis.|^e 
among these letters. I was not aware of the fact, but it does not surprise 
me. I admit that Golymine may have become the custodian of Madanio 
de Muirc’s fortune, and that a desire to retain possession of it may have 
caused him to kill the lady, but I myself had no interest in putting her 
out of the way.’* 

So you would merely be accused of complicity. Golymine planned 
the crime, and hired you to execute it.” * 

“If he had hired me to do it 1 should have money, and plenty of it, 
but as it is I haven’t twenty francs in my pocket, and ipy wife and 
cliildren are starving,” 

“ But you were about to receive a very snug little sum and a comfort- 
able annuity. It was not enough for Golymine to get rid of the countess, 
ho must regain possession of the letter acknowledging the receipt of her 
fortune, for that might ruin him, but he did not intend to pay for it in 
advance. So if you plead poverty as a defence you will only excite 
ridicule. You had much better take my advice, which is to abandon all 
evasion and subterfuge, and answer me frankly and honestly. You are at 
my mercy, andTrepeal} that this is^the only way in which you can hope 
to olitain any mercy from me. Jome now, tell me Golymine’s history 
and yours.” 

“ That would take a long vlme, and it is no easy matter to talk when 
one is lying bound like a calf on the way to the slaughter, and when one 
has eaten nothing for twenty-four hours. My back is broken, and I am 
dying of hunger. Even if I should begin the story you wish to hear I 
should not have strength to finish it, so I would rather not attempt it.” 

“ X can give you some bread and wine.” 

“ No, just a glass or two of brandy to cheer me up.” 

The major called Carcenac, who promptly obeyed the summons, and 
requested him to fetch some brandy, Carcenac obeyed without a word, 
though the errand was not much to his taste. As soon as Carcenac had < 
left the room, Maurevers added : “I Am very mueh obliged to you, sic, 
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and as you seem inclined to treat me like a man, and not like a dog, .do 
»me the favour to allow me the use of my hands; If you keep nie bound, 
your servant will be obliged to place the glass to my lips, and I entreat 
you to spare me the slightest contact with the scoundrel who has so ill- 
trekted me. I do not ask you to unbind entirely. It will suffice if 
you will merely unfasten the rope that binds my arms to my body. The 
rascal has drawn it so tight that I can scarcely draw breath.^* 

• “ Certainly, certainly,** said George, little suspecting that his prisoner 

had any intention of abusing his kindness. 

Feeling no distrust whatever, he did not even wait for Caroenac to 
return with the bottle of brandy that was to give fresh courage to the 
prisoner and induce him to speak, but rose, approached Maurevers, and 
began to unloose his bonds. This task did not prove as easy as he had 
anticipated, for Carcenac had tied the knots as securely as an old sailor. 
The rope that bound the prisoner’s arms had been passed three times 
round nis body and once round his neck, so that any violent effort to 
escape would have been almost certain to produce strangulation, but the 
major worked on assiduously, encouraged by such expressions on the part 
of his victim as : “ Gently, don’t be in a hurry ! Don’t pull the rope so 
tight I There, that is better. My right arm begins to feel more com- 
fortable now. One more effort, and I shall be able to move it. But 
Heaven only knows when I shall be able to use it again. There isn’t a 
particle of feeling in it now ; it has become so numb. ” 

The major did not progress very rapidly, but Caroenac would soon be 
at hand to assist him, Carcenac, who would have no difficulty in untying 
what he himself had tied. 

“Will you allow me to give you some advice in regard to the best 
*** means of accomplishing your charitable undertaking, sir ? ’* remarked 
Maurevers. “ tf you would have the goodness to lean a little further for- 
ward you would have much Uss trouble, and if you would stoop and pass 
your arm between my back and the bed -post to which your subordinate 
has bound me, that would be still better.” 

The major instantly complied with the suggestion and while he was 
engaged in his work of deliverance, Maurevers, who was now freed from 
the jailer’s scrutiny, cautiously slipped his right hind Jnto his trousers 
pocket. He was unable to rise, as he was still fastened tb the bed by a 
rope that had been passed round his reck and round the middle of his 
body, but it was not necessary for him lo be upon his feet to carry out the 
hendish scheme he was meditating. His hand finally reappeared in sight, 
armed with a revolver. 

“ That is better,” he remarked at last. “ I feel much more comfort- 
able now, and am ready to answer you, if you will be kind enough to rise. 
Excuse me, sir, for having given you so much trouble,” 

The wretch was only waiting for the major to turn to fire at him, and 
was reserving a second bullet for Carcenac, who would soon re-enter the 
room, and be sure to rush to his master’s aid. Fortunately, Maurevers 
had not made sufficient allowance for the extraordinary presence of mind 
and agility of the old soldier, who entered the room just as the major was 
rising from his stooping posture. Seeing the barrel of the murderous 
weapon 'gleaming in the lamp-light, Carcenac traversed the distance that 
separated him from the prisoner at a single bound, and with a vigorous 
bl^w from the bottle in his hand, dashed the revolver from Maurevers grasp. 

** You vile cur 1” he exclaimed, “ so you are trying to kill the major 
now, are you t ” 
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^eorge was on his feet in the twinkling of an eye, and understood 
what ha(H}ass6d almost aa quickly. 

“.Thant you, my brave fellow,” he said Warmly, turning to Carcenao. 
wish you would let me dash the scoundrel’s brains out,” cried 
Carceq^c, brandishing the brandy bottle threateningly over Maurever^’s 
head. 

“ No, no ! I want him to live so that he may tell me what he knows. 
Retie the notes 1 was fool enough to unloose. You can leave free tlie 
arm he has succeeded in disengaging. ” 

“ But major ’* 

“ What are you afraid of ? We have disarmed him.” 

“ It is my fault that he came so near killing you. To think that I was 
Buci^^a fool as not to search his pockets before Hnding him last night. I 
richly deserve to be shot myself. ” 

“ On the contrary, you ought to be decorated, for if you had not come 
to the rescue just as you did 1 should have been a dead man.” 

As he expressed his disgust, Carcenao set to w-ork to secure the prisoner, 
who now offered no resistance either by word or look. 

“ Now give him a glass of brandy,” said George, when the operation 
was 5]Liccessfully concluded. 

This time Carcenac really thought that the major must have .lost his 
senses. 

“Do what I tell you,” added George, “and when he has finis 
drinking, place the glass and the bottle there on that chair within 
reach. I hope the brandy will unloose his tongue.” 

Maurevers did not lose a word of this conversation, but seemed neither 
alarmed nor subdued. His face wore an indefinable expression, and his 
gleaming eyes seemed to defy George. ^ 

“ Your health, sir,” he said, draining the glass Carcenac had filled for 
him. “ You are a man of rare good sense, jihat is evident. It was only 
natural for one in my position to make a desperate effort to kill you and 
your man. I failed ; we will say no more about it, but I will now show 
you that one can gain anything from me by kindness. Question ; I 
will answer you frankl;)^i^nd teU you all you wish to know.” 

George Roland respiwned possession of the arm-chair in which he had 
previously seat^i^imself , motioned Carcenac to a seat a little further off, 
and began his examination by saying ; “ Let us confine ourselves strictly 
to facts. Was it you who shot Madame de Muire by Golymine’s order?” 

“ No ; he shot her himself.” 

“ But you were with him when he did it, were you not ? ” 

“ No ; I was in place, which is in the brake-van at the end of the 
train. I got out at Chatou as I do a% every station. Upon the platform* 
I saw the young man who is . now in prison at Versailles, and I noticed 
that he changed compartments. 1 saw Golymine enter the one this 
young man had just left as 1 got in again. I did not witness the tragedy 
that occurred a little farther on. I did not even bear the report of the 
pistol.”- 

“ But when the train reached Saint-Germain you saw Golymine again, 
r presume?” 

“ True, and* to convince you that I have no desire to conceal anything 
from you, I will add that he told me all. He told me that he found a 
revolver in the compartment he entered at Chatou, and that the idea of 
despatching the Countess de Muire having occurred to him, he had pfo- 
ceeded to carry it into execution.” 




“ What 1 he made a voluntary confession to you, who would be in- no 
way benefited by his crime, and who knew the victim only by'*‘name or 
possibly by sight. This4s veby strange, you must admit.*’ - 

“ I do admit it ; but what I have told you is true, nevertheless. You 
don’t know Golymine, nobody knows him save me. He is a mau .who is 
not eafiily daunted when he has resolved to accomplish anything, and he 
needed my assistance in accomplishing his ends, which were, firstly, to cast 
suspicion upon another person ; and secondly, to regain possession of his 
letters to the countess. So after he had told me all he entrusted to my 
keeping the r^v^olver, which, by the way, bore the young man’s name, and 
bade me meet him that same evening at ten o’clock, on the Place Pigalle, 
in front of the house in which Monsieur dc Mestras lived.” 

“ And you went there ? You witnessed the interview between him^nd 
Monsieur de Mestras ? ” 

“Prom a distfince. Monsieur de Mestras did not see me, and I never 
found .out exactly what Golymine wanted of him. I have thought since 
that he must have made a blunder, for after the interview he did not act 
with his accustomed shrewdness. He ordered me first to keep the revolver, 
and then, four days afterwards, be bade me give it up to the station-keeper 
at Saint-Germain, which I did, though the act has cost me dear, aa you 
know. I was instantly suspected of an attempt at blackmail, and yesterday 

t olymine, who had been summoned to Versailles, warned me that I had 
;^Jter floe. • At the same time he offered to save me from poverty for the 
rest of my natural life provided I would secure his letters for him. I was 
not in a position to haggle as to terms, for I had just been informed of my 
dismissal, so I conseiited to do what he asked. We met in Paris last 
evening, and he assisted me in my preparations for the venture. He even 
accipmpanied me to theTiouse, and explained in full exactly what I was to 
do* iiow I was to procure a ladder, and how I was to get rid of the dogs ; 
he even told me where Madame de Muire’s bedroom was, and described 
minutely tlie articles of furniture in which she might have kept her letters.” 

“ In short, it was he who did it all, and you have little or no cause to 
repnigich yourself.” 

“ Yes. I reproach myself for my weakness in accedin ff j [;o his renne st. 
I was not in the man’s power, and I did wrong to obey liim. It would 
have cost me dear if you had not taken pity on me. Bufryou can save me, 
for I am in no way implicated in the Chatou tragedy, and as for the attempt 
at theft which has proved so unsuccessful, it is for you to say whether or 
not the authorities are ever to know anything about that. ” 

“ You forget your attempt to murder me.” 

“ It would hardly he considered an attempt, as I did not lire. Besides, 
'the law does not put^h ci:iminal iU^eutiona. 1 consider it very fortunate 
that I did not fire, fOT^ny only hope lies in you now.” 

That doubtless means that you expect me to set you at liberty in return 
for your confidence, v^uch a belief is rather premature on your part, and 
you can hardly wonder that I reserve my decision. ” Then, turning to 
uareenao, the major inquired : “Is there any good place here to lock a 
person up ? ” 

“ There is a dark closet next to my room,” growled the old trooper. 

“ Very well, take a mattress there, and some eatables, not forgetting the 
bottle dt brandy. Unfasten the rope that binds this man to the foot of the 
bed, set him on his feet, and then conduct him to his place of confine- 
ment.” 

Iheise orders were scrupulously obeyed. Five minutes afterwards 
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Golymine^fi accomplice was safely incarcerated in the dark closet ; and th 
major, -^o hHd superintended the operation, was about to take Carcenao 
oi\^nto the garden to give him further iniftructions, when the door-bell 
rang violently 


XVL 

“ All roads lead to Rome,” says the proverb. George Roland had taken* 
the shortest route from the Saint-Lazare terminus to the Boulevard 
Malesherbes. Lanoue, who had no business at Jacques de Muire’s 

town house, had started off in the opposite direction ; but this fact did not 
present her from finally reaching the same point after a long d(?tour. 
H^l^ne had not told an untruth in stating to the major that she had re- 
ceived a letter summoning her to the H6tel Meurice that morning. False- 
hood was a crime of which Il^l^ne had never been guilty in her life ; but 
it was not merely for the pleasure of seeing an old school-friend that she 
had taken the train ; and George w^ould have been greatly surprised had 
he been*able to follow her movements after she crossed the pavement of 
thc«jRue d ‘Amsterdam. It is true that she at first directed her steps to- 
wards the Rue de Rivoli, by way of the Rue du Havre, the Boulevard 
Madeleine, and the Rue de la Paix. The hotel where her friend* mvjM 
staying, however, was not far from the Rue Castiglione, anti on reaching 
it Mademoiselle Lanoue asked to see Mademoiselle V^drine, the governess 
of the children of the Countess Borisof, who had arrived from Moscow the 
evening before. In response, an attendant handed her a letter from that 
young lady, who beggea to be exctised from breaking her engagement, and 
entreated her friend to call during the day at the corner of the Ru^ 
Jouffroy and the Avenue de Villicrs. Madempiselle Vedrine wrotenEbaT 
the countess had just taken a house there, pf which she intended to take 
possession on her return from Knglaud, and had now gone, in company 
with her daughters and their governess, to decide upon some changes she 
desired to make in their future homcv HeRme felt very little a^onish- 
ment at her friend’s enforced absence, for she knew by experience that a 
governess is seldom or never mistress of her own time. She recollected, 

, moreover, that Juliette Vedrine was noted for her exquisite taste in all 
matters of personal and household adornment, that she bad transformed 
the princely residence of the Borisofs in Russia, and that the countess 
never took up her abode anywhere without asking the advice of this 
young girl, who was a Frenchwoman, and, moreover, a Parisian, to the 
very tips of her fingers. ^ 

H(^]^ne was anxious to see her friend, and resolved not to retuni to 
Chatou without visiting the Avenue de Villiers ; but instead of taking a 
carriage or proceeding on foot toward the rather remote locality in which 
she might hope to find her schoolmate, she turned in the direction of the 
Champs Elys^es. The majPr would certainly have been sorely puzzled 
could be have seen her now, and been able to study tlie expression pf her 
. face and observe her manner. The Irequenters of Pansian thoroughfares 
often boast of their ability to divine by a jvoman's attire and manner whence 
she comes, whither she is going, what she is thinking of, and what she is, 
as surely and accurately as Cuvier could reconstruct an antediluvian animal 
from a fragment of bone ; but the most experienced of these close observers 
would have been at a loss to determine the social category to which Helene 
Lanoue belonged, and the object of her morning promenade. Dressed ^ 
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usual in perfect taste, daintily nhod, and as handsome as a queen, ^wiie 
mi ^iit, pc‘rlni])s, have heou mistaken for a leader: of tiie (bnni morTui^ had it 
* not been for the dijy^uiliod, aliftost stern, air that would have daunted ^the 
boldest ^Mllaut. She ini;4}it also have been mistaken for a youn;:^ married 
lacly who had ventured out alone to pay a visit to lier di’cssinaker qr haii'- 
di’esser ; but wlien sueli ladies go out on Inisiness they walk with a rapid 
and resolute trea<l ; wliereas Madeanoiselle Laiioue walked as slowly a,s if 
au inspection of the slioj) windows had been her sole object. Yet, in the 
Kuo de Kivoli, betw'een tlie line ( \astiglioiie and the Flue Saint-Florcntin, 
there is nothing (jxcept tlu; (Continental Hotel and a few insigniiicant 
shops. She walked straiglit on, lujwevor, without turning her head or 
even glancing at the few pedostrians .she met. Evidently her thoughts 
were elsewhere. I'he ne.ai<u’ sin: approached to the IMaee do la (Jonf*.<’,rde 
the more slow her movements became, and once she jraused, a.s if st.i-orrgly 
inclined to retrace licr stejr.s, but Imally walkc<l on again after a pause of 
a few seconds. From thi.s evident husilation on the lady’s part, a 
sagacious observer might have inferri^d that she w;is about to take some 
hazardous step, but tliat lier courage had iailcd her at th ' last moment. 
Impec-unious pe-rsfuiB wdio start out to borrow money liave these moments 
of doubt, and often make thc.'^e sudden lialt.s Indore tliey can summon uj) 
courage to cross tlie thresliohl of the friend or }>:iid\c r wlio will perhaps 
\\mi Ilia purse or Itis safe lor thorn. Ihit certainly it wa.s not tlio lear of a 
ny.usal of this nature tliat ongrossc.d .Madcmoiscdle Lanoue's thoughts. 
Since her entrance into Ma<la}»jc d(' Moire’s fainily she Fiad known no 
pecuniary euiharrassmont. Ht:r salai . vas Ubcral, ami as she ha<] saved 
a part of it <jacli year, she n* w liad quite a .snug little sum in the kee])ing^ 
of iluj family notary, 

Ihit before leaving the Ma<’ inoiselie Lanoue liad come to a 

serious decision, so serious, in. Iced, that she had caaadully ic‘''ain(Ml from 
rovealing it to 0 orge Kolaml. and s’ e now began to pei cei\ e dilhcultic.s 
that almost <i;sconraged her. The step hlic was about to take* was one in 
whieli she h ul nothing to gai.. and in whieh a failure would incjvitahlv 
bring dowm si lios. of miNtortum u]M>n her owss head and ujkui the hcaUs 
of her fricmls. She luid b< . ii tr\ing to gather ooiirstge to make the 
venture ever siiiee the evening before. ^ All night long slie laid not cIos<^d 
her eye.s, ami vci*y pos.si))]y .slie woiiLl not have risk(*d it lisid not her 
friend's letter iirrived just in time b' turn the scsile in hivour of a trij) to 
Taris, which she luid liesitated to umlcrtake until the vvvy last moment. 
On reading Msidemoiselle Vedrine’.s invitation, slie liad .said to hessclf . 

“ It is Hod’s will,” and started oif without a moment’s delay, for fear slu: 
might change her mind. Thi.s might be truly called burning one's .siiips 
behind one; still, llclciie had not yet gone so far that she could not cliangc 
her mind if she choose. She was already beginning to reproach her.self for 
not having consulted the major, and to* w'onder if she had not better ]>ay 
a visit to the Boulevard iMaleshorbes before rapping at the otlier door, 
for she knew tliat she would be obliged to take her intended hn.shand into 
lier contidence sooner or later, and to consult with him as to what it would 
be best to do if the suspicions which were now torturing her should ])rovc 
well founded. But she said to herself that if there should prove to he no 
grounds for these suspicions, and if she should find that she was indeed 
inistaken, it would be a bnudred times better for the major to remain 
ignorant of the terrible agony and suspense she had endured. As she 
was thus revolving the matter in her own mind she walked on slowly, 
but she walked on nevertheless, aq||l at last reached the Place de la Con- 
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Matlawcr (lA^Inire and. her daughter on what is known as Varnishing* 
da)( at the which Marcelle never* missed, because she was sura 

meet MedeSc there, that young gentleman being an enthusiast on 
the ^ubject of painting, and a tolerably fair painter himself. H416ne, 
Vho was accustonaed to going ab<jiit alone, did not shrink from entering 
a pub^c place and giving her order; besides, she felt very little feat 
of finding a crowdShere, for the annual exhibition of paintings was 
over, and in the summer season it is generally in the evening that Parisians 
take their repasts in the open air. Accordingly she rose from the bench, 
l>iit before turning her steps towards the only restaurant she knew, she 
glanced almost uncouaciously at the club-house opposite. There she be- 
head a gentleman seated in a rustic chair just at tlie corner of the terrace 
overlooking the intersection of the Avenue (irabriel and the Rue Boissy- 
d’Aiiglas. His side face was toward Jier, and he was smoking a cigar, and 
ever and anon leaning forward to look down the Faubourg 8aint-Hoiior^. 
He was evidently expecting some one ; and tired, doubtless, of waiting in 
vain for bis friend to approacl) from that quarter, he turned his head in 
order to satisfy himself that no one was coming up the Avenue Gabriel, 
TI\^, and not until then, did Hel^inc recognize Golymine. The porter to 
whom she had just spoken must have known he was there, and refrained 
from telling her so, probably because he had received orders to be slleq|.,' 
However that might be, the meeting was a most fortunate one forj^io 
young girl, since it spared her the n* ccssity of calling at the house of this 
spurious count Now it would ou!y be necessary for her to wait for him 
near the door of the club house, and this she instantly resolved to do. In 
fact, forgetting all about her breakfast, sho w;»s about to station herself 
near the door when Monsieur Golymiiie xm^.anCl^rceived her. 

He evidently had good eyes and an excellent memory, for he reco^ized 
her at once. He bowed instantly, and with a polite gesture gave her to 
understand that he was delighted to see her, and that he should at once 
hasten to speak to her. All this, too, was perfectly proper, as he had been 
introduced to Mademoiselle Lanoue by Monsieur de Muire, and could 
hardly enter into conversation with her from the top of the terrace It 
also proved that he stood in no fear of the young governess, since he seemed 
to court her society rather than shun it, though it was certainly not for 
her he had been waiting so impatiently. Consequently there was nothing 
for H6l6ne to do but to remain where she was ; and she was the more 
willing to do this from the fact that the place suited her perfectly, for in 
this quiet but accessible spot she had nothing to fear. She felt certain 
that no one would interrupt the conversation, still less that Golymine 
would attempt to take from her, by lorce, the letter which she had upon 
her person, and which placed him at her mercy. From where she stood 
she commanded a view of the main entrance of the club-house, so that she 
lyould not fail to see Golymine in case he attempterl to make his escape in 
the opposite direction. She felt quite capable of running after him if he 
attempted to avoid the interview in that way. But he had no such in- 
tentions, for she soon perceived him coming toward her with his hat in hie 
hand and a smile upon his lips. 

“Excuse me, mademoiselle,** he said courteously; “but I could hot 
overcome my desire to enquire after Monsieur de Muire and his charming 
daughter. 1 am told that you were just now asking my address of the 
porter— for it was you, was it not?** 

“Yes, sir, it was,*’ replied H^Rne, looking at Golymine as a young girt 
rarely looks at a man. 



“ Then I consider myself very fortunate to have seen yoq, and I apr 
ready to hear anything you maj^have to say to me', and to serjhi vo'u in an\ 
possible way.*’ 

Instead of replying Helene continued to scrutinize bis face closely'! 
Until now she had seen him only in the dimly-lighted church and in the 
shadow of the great trees in the garden at the Oaks. /Now she saw hiir 
in the bright sunlight, and the more closely she examined his regulai 
features, sparkling eyes, and long silky moustache, the more firmly con- 
vinced she became that her fears were well grounded. 

' “I cannot but be infinitely flattered at the amount of. attention you 
are pleased to bestow upon me,” said Golymine, smiling, though con- 
siderably surprised at the persistency with which she stared at him. 
“ Does my face remind you of any one you have seen before ? ” 

“Yes,” replied Ht516ne, resolutely. “Of someonelkncwinmy childhood.*' 

“Indeed?” exclaimed Golymine, evidently more and more amused. 
“ I am delighted to resemble any one you knew in your infancy — knew 
and loved, I presume, for children soon forget people to whom they were 
indifferent or whom they had cause to dislike.” 

“ Not always.’* 

“ I trust, however, that my features do not remind you of any pemon 
^l^in'st whom you may have a grievance ; but should that be the case, I 
assure you that I have nothing in common with the person I am so unfor- 
tunate as to resemble. And if by chance you have mistaken me for that 
individual, 1 can truly assure you ‘that at the time you speak of I was in 
Poland, my native country — for you are not more than twenty, I am sure.” 

“ Twenty-five, sir. 1 was boru on the 24tli of March, 18o9,” replied 
jl^ademoiselie Lanoue. 

' “ T was then at the University of Wilna, where I remained until 1860. 

Then I travelled through Russia, the East, Germany and Italy. I visited 
France for the first time last y??:ir, ” 

“ You are mistaken, sir, for Savoy is a part of France.” 

“ TJiat is frue. I had forgotten that I frequented Aix for a long time 
before 1 came to Paris. I see you are aware that 1 often met Monsieur 
and Madame de Muire there,’* 

“ Yes, I know it, though I never heard either of them speak of you.” 

“ Probably because my relations with them have never been of an 
intimate nature. I met Madame de Muire occasionally at the Casino, on 
tlie promenade, or during excursions to the lake, but that was all.” 

“ But you met her after you came to Paris,” said Helene, looking 
searchingly at Golymine. 

“ No, mademoiselle. I have seen‘’her pass occasionally in her carriage, 
but my slight acquaintance with her did not justify a visit on my part, so 
I did not pay it.” 

“ You attended her funeral, however.** 

“ That is true. I am a member of the same club to which Monsieur 
de Muire belongs, and wished to sho^v my sympathy with him in Ins 
terrible misfortune. And, now, ma<lemoiselle, will you allow me to call 
your attention to the fact that you have not yet told me wdiy you took the 
trouble to ask my address at the club ? ” . 

It w^as impossible to evade this straightforward question, and yet 
Ht^lcne was not quite prepared to answer it. Would it be best for her to 
nuestion Golymine without disclosing her motive, and try to make him 
‘confess that he was neither a count nor a Pole, or w'ould it be advisable to 
begin the attack openly by show'ing him, not his letter to the countess, 
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but thejMca^k of writing with which she had compared it, and by saying to 
hill) ^joint-blanV: “ Was it not you who \^rote this and appended to it a ' 
ni.aie other tiianVhat you now bear ? ” 

The first plan\)resented very little chance of success, for Golymine’s 
eva8i\% replies indicated that he was already upon his guard. The 
second plan was dangerous. If H4l6ne showed him the scrap of writing, 
he would probably (Ssny that he was the writer, and seeing that Made- ^ 
moiselle, Lauoue was hostile to him, might immediately take measures to 
escape from his enemies. He could do this by at once crossing 
the frontier, and then M6d4ric would not be restored to liberty for a long 
time, if ever. Helene saw the danger, but the question of Golymine’s 
identity affected her so deeply that she could not refrain from making her 
venture. It was better to know the worst than remain in this terrible 
state of uncertainty which prevented her from assisting George Koland in 
bringing Madame de Muire’s murderer to justice. 

“It must certainly be a matter of interest to you,” continued Goly- 
mine, “ for it seems you asked the porter for my address. Monsieur de 
Muire might have given it to you ; he had it from liis notary. But you 
probably had your reasons for not asking him. Since you were anxious to 
kno^my place of residence, it must have been because you had an idea of 
calling at my house. I should be charmed to see you there, though I cannrA> 
help feeling some surprise that such an idea should have occurred to yoi 
Before her departure from the Oaks Mademoiselle Lanoue had placed 
Golymine’s letter in her bosom, but the piece of writing with which she 
had compared it she had slipped into a small Russia leather bag she held 
in her hand. She now opened this bag, and taking from it a medallion 
portrait, she handed it to the pretended Pole, saying as she did so : Po- 
you recognise this ? ” 

“ No,” he replied, after glancing at it. “It is the portrait of a child 
about five or six years of age, and very pretty, but I am sure that 1 never 
saw the face before.** 

H616ne’s countenance brightened ; a gleam of jojr and relief fla»shod 
from her eyes, but she w'islied to complete the test, so she suddenly 
showed Golyinine the other side of the medallion. On this side, under a 
glass, was a lock of hair fastened to a bit of parchment, upon which was 
-written these w^ords ; “To my dear littfe sister, Andrcie, on the fifth 
anniversary of her birth.*’ * 

This time Golymine turned pale, and extended his hand to seize the 
portrait, but Helene would not let go her hold, and he dared not take it 
from her by force. , 

“ Ycu recognise it now, do you not ? ” she asked. 

“ No,” replied Golymine, though in a less steady voice. 

“Then look at me.” 

“ You ! what ! is it you ? Impossible 1 There is a slight resemblance; 
but you are a brunette, and this little girl is a decided blonde.’* 

“ One changes a good deal in twenty years,** 

“ But your name is H«516ne.*’ 

• “ Andrt3e-H^l^.ne*Marie. I was formerly called by the first of these 
three names. I took the second after my father’s death If ” 

“ Andr^e-H^Rne Lanoue ? ” 

“ No, sir. My father’s name was not Lanoue.” 

“ What was his name ? ” 

“I* will tell you after you have told me whether you do not now I’ecog* 
nise this scrap of writing to which the name of Gaston appended.” 
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^‘Gaston, yes. That is a very pretty name. My nan]i«/bf*-S«rgi«s 
much less euphonious, 1 miftit admit. Now I have a]i&;r.ered you,, keep 
your promise and tell me your family name/' J 

‘ My father s name was Jean d’Argouges. You knew him, did you not ? " 

‘Flow should I have known him?” stammer^'^ Golymine, visibly 
troubled. “ That is a noble name. Why did you ^ange it ? 

Because my brother dishonoured it,*^ replied tKe young girl, hoarsely. 

‘ Dishonoured it 1 How ? ** 

‘ My brother was guilty of forgery. He fled to escape imprisonment, 
but was finally captured and sentenced to ten years’ hard labour. This 
occurred while you were completingyour studies at the Uni versity of Wiliui. ” 

Golymine started violently, but regained his ordinary composure 
almost instantly, ai d remarked with well feigned indifference : “ You are 
very wrong to tell me this sad story, mademoiselle. I shall not betray 
your confidence, but permit me to remind you of a very sage proverb, 
which is especially applicable in your case : ‘ Family troubles should never 
be revealed to strangers. ' ” 

“But 1 may surely reveal them to those who have been the cause of them, *’ 

“ I do not understand you.” 

‘‘You understand me perfectly, and I defy you to pretend any longer 
bhat you are not Gaston d’Argouges.” 

V But in that case I should be your brother. You really do me too much 
honour. I should certainly be proud to have such a charming sister, but 
unfortunately I am the last of my race.” 

“Your audacity is certainly astonishing! You deny your father’s 
name, t^id you have probably stolen the one you now bear, but you have 
^t_been able to change your features. I know you now, and I have 
recognised your writing, similar to that on the back of this portrait. 
Others, too, will recognise if., when I show it to them. You will reply 
that it matters very little, as twenty years have elapsed since your trial 
and conviction. Your offence is purged now, I know. You waited until 
it was before you returned to France. ” 

“ And consequently I should have nothing to fear if I were really the 
person for whom you mistake me, but you, mademoiselle, have everything 
to lose by making such a revelation. I shall have no difficulty whatever 
in proving that I am Count Golymine, while everybody will learn that, you 
have a brother who was sent to the* galleys That in itself will be quite 
enough to prevent you from ever finding a husband.” 

“You are very much mistaken. I am about to marry, and the man to 
whom I am betrothed knows all. have told him that my brother was 
guilty of forgery and was sent to pftson.” 

“ But you did not tell him that the black sheep had suddenly reap- 
peared upon the scl^no, I suppose ? ” 

“ Not yet, but I shall tell him.” 

“I fail to see what you will gain by it. Besides, even if your lover 
has made up his mind to marry a person of tarnished reputation, he pro- 
l>ably will not be over anxious to have the disgrace made public. 
However, that is his business, not mini?, so 1 will ask your permission to 
leave you if there is nothing more that you desire to say to me. ” 

Whfle Golymine was speaking, H41^ue had been watching the move- 
ments of his ungloved hands, which he was never loath to display, as they 
were remarkably handsome. One was toying carelessly with his scarf 
the other was swinging a slender cane. Slender, white and remark- 
.ably well* cared fqr, with almond-shaped nails, these aristocratic handf 
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have done honour to a prince of the blood^^— 
coy.ntes8 haiy often admired them. Sudcfenly, seized be 

hand, so sudcil^ly, in fact, that Golymine, in his astonishment/ 
hib stick. \ 

\\ ill you atill attempt to deny that you are Gaston d'Ar^i^tintw 
she asked vehtihi^tly, twisting baoK his fingers in such a way as^^^^soQ, 
cloKe the thumb tc)^;ieW’. 

“ Have you lost your mind?” exclaimed Golymine, trying to free himself. 

lie was tall and vigorous. The frail young girl who had seized hfs 
hand was no match for him in physical strength, but after all muscular 
power is no match ff)r will power, and Helene would not relax her hold, 

^ “ The scar is still there, she remarked, pointing to a marked depres- 
sion and deep discolouration of the skin at the base of the thumb. It 
is the result of a sword thrust given you by a man whom you had insulted. 
I can see you yet, returning home with your arm in a sling. How I cried 
that day when you showed me your maimed and bleeding hand.” 

“ All this is very touching,” sneered Golymine. “Several years ago, 
in a duel, I was wounded hi the spot at which you are pointing, but I 
fought at Wilna with a fellow-student, and I was not even aware of your 
c^fatence at the time.” 

“Still another falsehood !” exclaimed the young girl, throwing from 
her in disgust the hand she had struggled so hard to secure — the handjiif 
Madame de Muire’s murderer, “ Cease to deny the evidence against ^^u ! 
Why do you not confess that you are my brother? What are you afraid 
of ? We are alone, and you know that I will not betray you.” 

The so-called Golymine was beginning to recover from his alarm. 
Indeed, he had already regained sufficient composure to be able to face the 
danger calmly. He saw that H<S16ne was perfectly sure of the truth of Jier 
assertion, and that he would not be able to persuade her that she was mis- 
taken. This being the case, he said to^himself that further denial was 
useless, and that it would be advisable for him to conciliate if possible the 
sister he bad just met so inopportunely. He recognised hf^r now, he w^as 
evt n surprised that he had not recognised her before ; and Jio now 
regretted that he had not bestowed more attention upon this young girl 
whose features could hardly have failed to remind him of AiidrcSe 
d’Argonges. Had he known that Marcelle de Muire’e governess was 
Andr6e he w’ould have manoeuvred very differently. Biit though she had 
revealed her identity to him, he fancied that he had nothing to apprehend 
from her. Why should she denounce him? She would gain nothing by 
such a step ; besides, she was naturally very kind-heai|ed, and had loved 
him devotedly in former years — this growm-up brother who had so blighted, 
her after-life, so there was nothing to prevent her from forgiving Him 
now. He would have been less confident had he suspected that she knew 
a, secret much mor^ terrible than that of his first Crime, which had been 
sfificed by time, if not expiated. But as yet H41^ne had not said a single 
word about Madame de Miiire's murder ; and he had not the slightest sus- 
picion that she was about to marry the Major Roland who had taken such 
i prominent part against him since their meeting at Versailles. In fact, 
ihe iriore he reflected the more convinced he became that his sister would 
lot be hard upon him if he confessed his real name and his past errors'. 
To obtain this hoped-for indulgence he felt sure that it would only be 
lecessary to represent his former misdemeanours as mere youthful errors, 
ind play the part of a repentant sinner well. So he prepared himself for 
he rdle, Hia countenance assumed an humble, woe-l^gone expression. 



j. BAILWAY TBAGiiLY. 

lied witJi tears, for he was one of those persons who weep at 

(JSpis lips faltered a few humble, almost beseeching * ilut 

much lately H6lfene, whose patience was long since exhf*^sted, did hot 
your 1^ time to conclude his appeal, / 

^ ** flit possible that you do not understand that I wif^h to save yov ? ” 
** naimed, seizing him by the arm. ^ 

' Yhis was quite enough to put the pretended count instantly npon his 
isoard/ 

“ Save me from what? *’ he asked, hastily. 

From the death which awaits you upon the scaffold,’* was the stern 
reply. 

This unexpected announcement aroused Golymine’s mistrust, and he 
exclaimed in a mocking tone : The deuce ! I had ne idea that there wa'.^ 
any probability of my mounting the guillotine ! *' 

Is not that the punishment reserved for assassins ? ’* 

Golymine’s face became grave again. 

“ And whom have I assassinated, pray ? ” he asked coldly. 

“ Madame de Muire. It was you who shot her, I was there when 
you killed her,” 

“This is really too much! I can guess who put this absurd idea iv .j 
your head, however. It was a man of whom I am not particularly fond, a 
Uoland, There is no love lost between us. He has constituted him- 
self che defender of the young man who was arrested a few days after the 
death of the poor countess, and he is searching everywhere for culprits. 
That is all very well, but I don’t mean to let him implicate me in the 
matter, and the first time I meet him ** 

“You had better avoid him, for if you fall into his hands you are lost. 
Ho* v/ill. certainly deliver you up to justice. He has proofs against you. 

“ Proofs ! what proofs ? *’ 

H6l6ne cifcrried away by excitement, was almost on the point of draw- 
ing Golymine’s letter from her bosom, but she rtjcollected herself in time ; 
and it was welLthat she did so, for if she had been so imprudent as to pro- 
duce that fatal letter, Golymine would not have failed to secure possession 
of it. 

“ You will learn only too soon if T desert you,” she replied. “ I alone 
can save you, and I, perhaps, will if you will accept the conditions I am 
going to impose.” 

“ It is to be a treaty of peace, then ? ” sneered Golymine. 

“You arc my brother, I am certain of it now, and I do not want to 
see you branded as a murderer, though 1 will nut allow an innocent man 
•to jauffer in your stead. You will certainly be denounced to-morrow. 
You would have been before now had I permitted it, but to morrow the 
proofs against you will be placed in the hands of the investigating magis- 
trate, who will forthwith issue a warrant for your arrest. You are 
warned now ; do not allow yourself to be captured. You Htxow by experi- 
ence how difficult it is to escape from the hands of the law, so flee, and at 
once, I give you twenty-four hours to make your escape.” 

“ You are really too good ! ” 

. ‘*-Do not suppose for an instant that I arn jesting. By the memory of 
the father ^whose name jmu have dishonoured, I swear to you tliat by 
to -morrow afternoon the magistrate who examined you will know that you 
killed Madame de Muire. If you have not disappeared by that time you 
.will be immediately arrested. But you have plenty of time to cross the 
frontier, and after you have once more changed your name 1 hope you will 
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S .fr»Moot on the .soil of France again. Count Gol;piino will be 
jed guilty, as Gaston d’Argouges was adjudged guilty in fomet 

n but the viisgraee' of this new oonvictiou will not reflect upon 

one will know his real name. But if, on the contrary, you contjuue 
*• to defy the authoNrities by remaining in Paris, you will be cast into prison^ 
and leave it only \p be dragged before the Assize Court, where they will 
be sure to discovei ^ that you are my brother. I shall be forced to 
undergo further humiliation, but I shall submit to it unmurmuringly, and 
the honest man I am about to marry will forgive me for being your 
sister. Whether you depart or whether you remain, you may rest 
assured of one thing — Marcelle de Muire’s batrothed will be saved, for 
Monsieur Boland has abundant means of proving that you committed 
the crime, and he will not spare you, though I have been able to prevent 
him from taking any decided action in the matter up to the present 
time. Ever since the day I thought I recognised you in .the church at 
Madame de Muire’s funeral 1 have been determined to settle the doubts 
that have been torturing me. And when I learned that it was Count 
Golymine who killed the countess, and that he was about to be arrested, I 
resolved to see him and question him, and give him a chance of saving his 
lil^if I found that this pretended count was really my father’s son. I 
cannot doubt it now. I am positive that the so-called Golymine is Ga8tr;f 
d’Argouges. I have done my duty in warning him of his danger and/in 
inploring him to flee — to disappear for ever. Now, I have nothing more 
to say to him.” 

The pretended count had listened attentively and without evincing 
the slightest desire to interrupt H6l6ne. In fact, it was quite evident 
that he took what she said so seriously that he was anxious to put an end 
to the conversation and beat a hasty retreat. Still, he was desirous* of 
keeping up appearances, even before this sister towards whom he felt 
neither affection nor gratitude. 

“Mademoiselle,” he said with chilling irony, “ I do full justice to your 
kind intentions. If I were your brother I should certainly fling inyself 
into your arras, and if I really had the crime you impute to me upon my 
conscience I should throw myself at your feet and thank you for your 
affectionate counsel ; but as I am not Gaston d Argouges, and as I have 
murdered no one, you can hardly wonder that I am anxious to take leave 
of you.” 

With these concluding words he bowed haughtily to the young girl, 
turned upon his heel and walked away. Hdlfene made no attempt to 
detain him, still less did she think of following him. She stood watching 
him, positively confounded by such & display of audacity, but convinced 
that this hardened scoundrel would not fail to profit by the advice she had 
just given him, though he refused to confess his guilt* 

Nor was she mistaken. Goly mine’s only thought now i^as to gain a 
place of safety. He had framed his plans, of course, in case fate should 
turn against him. The meeting with the major at Versailles had put him 
on his guard, and his preparations for departure were already made. The 
securities Madame de Muire had entrusted to him had been sold; the 
proceeds, in the shape of bank-notes and drafts upon New York, were m 
his pocket. All he had to do was to embark for America, whefe he ex- 
pected to enjoy his ill-acquired wealth in peace. But he was unwilling to 
leave the letters he had written to the countess behind him. The United 
States are never averse to complying with the provisions of the extradition 
treaty, and Golymine was anxious to live on the other side of the Atlantic 
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In peace ; so he had bribed Maarevers to secure these letters ahd 

them to him at the club.* But Maurer^ers had net wde his ajj^ar- 
fWice. Had he failed in his undertaking, or was he ket^mg the letters in 
ptdfir to make his accomplice pay him still more Uberallijp? Golymine was 
anxious to know. It never once occurred to him tlylt Maurevers had 
been captured, and that the proofs to which H^l^ne had alluded was one 
of the letters which he himself had written to Madame de Muire, and 
'which had fallen into the major’s hands. In the character of a probable 
purchaser, Golymine^ of course, could call at the house on the Boulevard 
Malesherbes at any and all times. If a robbery, or an attempt at robbery, 
had occurred during the preceding night, tho porter would hardly fail to 
mention the fact, so he immediately made his way there. 


XVII. 

Golymxite did not take this bold step without carefully weighing its 
probable consequences. If the porter should tell him that some one had 
broken into the house during the night by climbing over the garden wall 
and .prizing open the shutters, ana that the malefactor had made his 
<^cape, after breaking open the cabinets and desks in the sleeping-rOnm of 
tnj» deceased countess, Golymine would know that Maurevers had played 
him false. But if the porter said nothing about any such attempt Golymine 
would know for a ceitainty that Maurevers had not obeyed his orders, and 
that hia cowardly accomplice could no longer be depended upon. Yet if 
the scheme had succeeded, Golymine might still hope that Maurevqrs, 
f^9.ring that he might be tracked by the police, and being consequently 
anxious to reach a place of safety, had taken the moniing train for Calais, 
in order to reach England as spon as possible. He bad money enough to 
take him across the frontier, in spite of what he had told his wife ; and 
once in a place of safety, he could apprise Golymine of the fact. There 
was another theory, too, that Golymine considered well worthy of attention, 
Maurevers loved drink, and it was quite possible that after the robbery he 
had gone to finish up the night in some wine-shop, where he had drank 
himself into a state of bitastly intoxication. Golymine knew a wine-shop 
on the Boulevard de Courcelles where Maurevers had lain insensible under 
tho table more than once, and resolved to go there in search of him if his 
visit to the house proved futile. 

Five minutes after his parting with the unfortunate young girl who had 
warned him of his danger, Golymine jumped into a passing cab, taking 
care, however, to alight from it at ^he corner of the Rue de Lisbonne, 
instead of having the vehicle stop in front of the house. He rang, too, 
rather cautiously, thOjUgh he little suspected that the major would hoar 
the modest summons, it was Carceuac who opened the door ; and Goly- 
mine said to him in a rather curt tone : I negl^^ted to visit the garden 

a«id out-buildings yesterday. Will you show.&em to me to-day? You 
recognise me, I suppose ? ” 

(Certainly,” replied the old trooper, who,, being now aware of his 
visitor’s real character, was rejoiced to see him stepping into the same trap 
in which his accomplice had already been caught. “ Come in, sir, and you 
shall see what you did not see yesterday.” 

Reassured by this cordial reception, Golymine required no urging to 
n^ke him enter the house, and Caroenac at once proceeded to close and 
l(^thedoor behind him. From the tranquil manner of the porter, Goly. 
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* mttae ^^d^keady come tp the ccmclueion that nothins unueiial had occurred 
eincfT^'the day >efore, and that Maurevere had shrui^ from the danger of* 
the undertaking:. This being the case, he would have preferred not to enter 
the house, but he ^uld not decline to do so now without exciting suspicion. 

' * ' ^ot that way> count, ” remarked Carcenac . ‘ * The carriage-house and 

stables are on the l4(t«” 

^Jarcencu^ had left the major in the garden, near thaldidge window, anti 
he was now furtively preparing a telling theatrical efp^ot. It proved a* 
perfect success. As Golyinine stepped out of the halt and turned to the 
left, he found himself face to face with M4d4ric de Mestras’s champion. 
On seeing him he involuntary recoiled, and would gladly have beaten a 
repeat, but it was too late. The house door was closed ; besides, Carcenac ’s 
brawny form barred the way. George Roland, delighted that chance had 
at last delivered Madame de Muire's assassin into his hands, immediately 
prepared to profit by his good fortune. 

“ This.man must not be allowed to escape,” he remarked to Carcenac. 

** need have no fear of that, major, '* replied the old trooper, coin- 
placently.: J have the other scoundrel’s revolver in my pocket, and if 

this one tries to get away 111 put a bullet tlirough him to prevent him 
frotifrunning.” 

“ What does this mean? ” began Golymine, haughtily^ “ Have I bee: 
lured into a trap? How dare you prevent me from going where,- 1 
please? Monsieur de Muire gave me permission to visit this house, 
and I intend to tell him hoiV 1 have been treated here, l^ut 1 shall 
not confine myself to that, this gentleman here shall answer to mo 
’ for his insolence.” 

“ I fight with you ! ” replied George, ^ ** Nonsense ! a gentleman does 
not fight with a thief and an assassin.” 

The pretended count turned pale, and ^made a hasty movf^ment as if 
with the intention of springing upon the major, who faced him untiiiich- 
ingly, however. 

“ If you move I’ll blow your brains out I ” cried Carcenac J levelling his 
pistol at Golymine. 

** You see that threats are useless,” remarked George Roland. 

“ I see very plainly that I am at your mercy; Your insults do not 
move me, but 1 want to^ know w’hat you are going to do with me, for I 
don’t suppose that you intend to keep me here indefinitely.” 

“ You will remain here until the chief of police sends officers to arrest 
you, which will be this evening.” 

“ So much the better. I can at least tell a magistrate who I ani.”^ 

** The one who will examine youT knows you already, aud when you 
again appear before him, he will have proofs of both your crimes in his 
possession. ” 

“ So I have committed two crimes,” sneered Golymine, resolved to 
play his part boldly to the end. 

“ On the 19th of June last you killed the Countess de Muire by a 
pistol-shot, last night you bribed one of yottr hirelings to steal the letters 
you had written to your victiin. Do not attempt to deny it. Your 
ai:cr>mplice has been captured. He has confessed all, and he will accomi- 
pany you to Versailles.” 

Golymine saw that all was lost, and that further denial would be 
u«<el<^88. The hunted wolf flees as long as he has any hope of escape ; but 
wlien his wiles and his strength are alike exhausted he takes his stand by 
a tree or rock, faces the hounds, and kills os many as he can before th^y 
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finish him. Golymine caught in the trap, resolyed to havi A£«*i;eveDlj5e 
before submitting to the fate that now seemed inevitable. # 

“ So be it ! ’* lie said in sullen rage. “ I will go to Versailles ; I will 

§ 0 to prison ; I will go to New Caledonia, or end my days on the scaffold, 

: need be ; but all Paris shall know that I was Madams de Muire's 16ver. ' 
The daughter shall know her mother’s frailty, and yojffr protege, Mestras, 
will perhaps think iwioe before he marries her, for the news cannot be 
much more agreeable to him than to his fool of a father-in-law.” 

George turned white with anger, but he neverthless managed to 
control himself. 

“ And the governess will have good cause to congratulate herself as 
well,” oontinu^ Golymine. “ If she ever finds a man who is willing to 

marry her now, I ” 

“ Silence, you wretch ! ” roared the major, 

** Ah, ah ! ” thought Golymine, “ I have hit it this time. Yes,” he 
resumed, “ I shall be very much surprised if she ever finds a man willing 
to marry her when it is proved beyond a doubt that the charming H<il^ne 
.Lanoue^s real name is Andr^e d’Argouges, and that Count Golymine is 
really Gaston d’Argouges, her brother.” 

George Roland thought at first that this was only a heartless jest f\)ut 
^ soon recollected that H(^‘16ne had seemed struck by this* man’s resem- 
bl^ace to some one she said she had known in her childhood, and Goly- 
mine, perceiving the major’s agitation, said to himself : “ Good ! the 
intended husband of whom mv sister spoke is this old soldier who is so 
determined to see me executea. I understand the situation now.” 

Then he continued aloud : * ‘ If you doubt my word, you have only to 
question her. She will not conceal the truth from you any longer. I just 
saw her, and we recognised each other. She came to Paris expressly to 
warn me that you were going tp denounce me, and to make me promise to 
leave France. She is a good-hearted little thing, and she would have 
saved mo had not the foolish notion of coming here taken possession of me. 
What a shock* it will he to her when she learns that you have had me 
arreste<i. you— her promised husband ! Now, if you should marry her, 
you will have the pleasure of seeing your brother-in-law in the dock of the 
Assize Court.” * . 

The major was beginning to believe that the scoundrel was really tell- 
ing the truth, but he wanted to question H^l^iie before taking any further 
action in the matter. 

“ Come here, Carcenac,” he cried, “ Place your revolver to this man’s 
head,, and blow his brains out if he refuses to move.” 

“ Very well, major. Where am I take him ? ” 

To the same place that you took the other man.” 

A very good idea. They can be company for each other.” 

“ So you are going to shut me up with Maure vers,” sneered Golymine. 

I am not sorry, for I have a few questions to put to him ; besides, it 
gratifies me to see that you have abandoned the idea of sending me to Ver- 
sailles immediately. Believe me, sir, it would hot bo advisable to resort 
to, such extreme measures ; and if you will be kind enough to bring 
Mademoiselle Andr^e d’Argouges, now known by the name of Ht^lOne 
Lanoue, here, I am sure that we should eventually arrive at a satisfactory 
understanding.” 

“ Hold your tongue, sir,” cried Carcenac, at a sign from the major. 

•* forward J and no nonsense if you value your life.” 

Golymine offered no resistance, and in a few momenta he was safely 
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ehsorsiidealilfthe dark closet where MaaroTem, already dead dmilik, vtf 

sleeping heavily upon the floor. 

“ Keep an eye upon them until I come back,’* said the major, “lam 
goiqg to the Oak^to await Mademoiselle Lanoue’s return, and if you don’t 
see me again this evening ” 

“ You will find me oil guard just the same to morrow morning. You 
would even find me here a week hence, for I shall not leave until I receivp 
further orders. 1 have provisions enough on hand to last me a month.” 

“ Very well. If they attempt to escape, kill them.” 

“ Like dogs, major.” 

George hastened off without a moment’s delay, for he was anxious to 
hs.ve an interview with H<S16ne as soon as possible, and he did not despair 
of finding her at the railway station. 


xvin. 

had seen Golymine depart without the slightest regret. The inter- 
vi^^ with her depraved brother had disheartened and exhausted her 
BO much that she felt utterly unable to continue the struggle against thp 
insolent assurance of this wretch, who J[)er8isted in denying his gu!it, 
instead of thanking her. She had not succeeded in extorting from him 
the confession which would, perhaps, have touched her heart. She felt 
no further doubt of his identity, but she wanted him to confess his guilt, 
show some sign of penitence, and promise to henceforth lead the life of an 
honest man. Had ne done this how gladly she would have aided him in 
his flight! George Roland could not denounce him without showing *ihe 
magistrate the compromising letter ; and before returning this letter to 
the major, she would have waited until hee unworthy brotnerVas safe on 
the other side of the occari, or at least on the other side of the Channel. 
Mt^d^ric would only have had to spend a few more days in prison. But 
now that Gaston d’Argouges’s unfortunate sister had abandoned all hope 
of converting the pretended count to a better state of feeling, she felt that 
she had no right to retard the release of an innoqpnt man. If George had 
been there, sh^e would not have kept the letter a* tninute longer. She even 
wondered if she had not better go to the town residence of the Muire’s 
in search of him ; but she was by no means sure of finding him there, as 
more than two hours had elapsed since they parted at the station in the 
Rue d’Amsterdam. Moreover, a brief interview in the presence of 
witnesses would not answer her purpose. It was not in the presence of 
Carcenac, or in the street, or in a crowded railway carriage that she could 
broach a subject which affected her so deeply. How would her betrothed 
receive the deplorable revelation she must make to him ? Hid he love her 
well enough to marry her after learning the truth ? She was firmly 
resolved to tell him all, but she was anxious to prepare him for it. Before 
confessing her relationship to the assassin, she wanted to tell him how 
much she had suffered, and how terrible had been her anxiety an4 
suspense ; and after this revelation she intended to rele.ise him from* his. 
engagemetit, implore his forgiveness — though she certainly had/io reason 
to reproach herself —and leave the fate of Madame de Miiire’s murderer in 
his hands. Time and solitude were alike necessary for all this ; the 
garden at the Oaks, for instance, or better still, the pjith skirting the 
forest of Vdsinet, the path where George had first told her that he lo\«d 
her. There no one would interrunt them, not even -Marcelle, who never 
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went ^tside the chateau, grounds now» and they would hav^ie^y ot 
time for a full explauatioii^ They ran some risfe of meeting the Prmwesi 
OrbiteUo, it is true, for H^Unenhad. promised to meet her there toward 
ayening, but if she presented herself, Mademoiselle Lay ue could ask her 
to postpone their interview until the following day. Cni thinking of this 
fallen princess, the young girl suddenly rememhereA that during the 
painful interview which had just taken place nothing whatever hatl been 
Said about Maurevers, so she had no news for the poor desetted wile, who 
would hear of the arrest or flight of the pretended count only too soon. 

This being the case, H^l^ne resolved to wait for the major^s return to 
the villa, and not to return there herself until she had seen the old school- 
fellow who had invited her to call at a house in the Avenue de Villiers. 
She abandoned the idea of a regular lunch, though she was still hungry ; 
and entering a confectioner's on the Rue Royale, ate a few c«kes. She 
had plenty of time at her disposal, as the Countess Borisof’s governess 
had announced her intention of spending the day at the place 
mentioned, and H(Sl6ne would have preferred to go there on foot, for 
she was a good walker ; but she would have been obliged to traverse 
the Boulevard Malesherbes, and she feared she might yjeet 
George Roland. She had decided not to make her confession until 
had had time to think over what she wished to say to him, and she 
felt sure that she would tell him all, in spite of this determination, if she 
entered into conversation with him, so she took a cab. On passing the 
town-house of the Muire's she noticed that every window was closed, and 
from this fact rather rashly concluded that the major had already attended 
to the matter about which Oarcenac wished to consult him and left the 
house. I'he poor girl little suspected at that very moment her unworthy 
‘brother was an inmate of this apparently deserted residence. The carriage 
crossed the Bohlevard de CourpAle^, turned into the Avenue de Villi ers, 
and finally paused at the corner of the Rue Jouffroy. Here H61ene 
alighted, paid the driver, and sent him away, for she expected to remain 
with Mademoiselle V^drine at least an hour or two, and thought it useless 
to keep the cab waiting. 

“ At the corner of the Avenue,*’ her friend had said in her letter, with- 
out giving the number d£ the house. Was it on the left-hand side, or the 
right? There was a private house at each corner, and a little further on, 
oil both sides of the street, many others. This locality is full of them, for 
within the last fifteen years the desire for a house to one’s self has become 
a positive mania amongst Parisians. Wealthy citizens of the middle-class, 
who were formerly content with a handsome suite of apartments on the 
first or second floor in the heart of Jhe city, now reside in their own houses 
a long way from the Palais Royal, and even from the principal boulevards. 
It was the artists wl^ began this. They have their reasons for seeking a 
dwelling-place on the heights. They need the clear light that comes from 
the north, and that is not obtainable in the heart of Pans. The leading 
members of the demi-monde followed them. The ownership of a private 
establishment is the height of their ambition, and Paris is indebted to 
them for a number of new streets. They have even covered with ornate 
dw elUngs the unimproved and barren waste upon which the rabbit was still 
hunted iSi the reign of Louis Philippe. But as it frequently happens, espe- 
cially since the late crash, that their owners are obliged to abandon them, 
these houses sold by auction often pass into better hands ; hence all’s well 
that ends well. Many artists, too, have met with reverses after amassing 
siug little fortunes, so mor^ than ope paintw who bad become a 
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ttftate oiv;i 2 r has been obliged to part with this properly of late* H41biie 
who Knew all this, thougnt that the Countess Borisof had probably takei 
advantage of some such crisis to secure* a bargain in this locality, bu 
which house was it ? She had alighted f ?oln the cab on the right hanc 
‘side of the Avenue in front of a sniall two-storey house, modern in its styli 
of architecture and, very respectable in appearance, and thinking thii 
might be the oi)e she decided to ring the bell. She was kept waiting i 
few moments, b^t finally a middle-aged woman opened the aobr--a verj 
obliging person, apparently, for as soon as H41^ne inquired foj 
Mademoisi^e V^drine, she lost no time in admitting her. 

“ Mademoiselle is at the piano^” she remarked. “ She will be greatly 
pjpased to see you, for she has been waiting very impatiently.” 

“ Is she alone ! ’* inquired H4l6ne. 

Yes, mademoiselle ; and you will have plenty of time to talk, forth< 
countess will not return before five o’clock. She has gone to the Pari 
Monceau with her daughters, I was their governess when they wen 
young— for 1 am a Frenchwoman like yourself, and like Madenuxiselh 
V^drine, to whom I am devoted. She is trying a new piece of music ir 
the little drawing-room on the floor above, and if you will follow me I wil, 
tak^ydu there.” 

H^^ne knew that her friend was a fine pianiste, so she was not sur< 
prised to find her thus engaged, but she was surprised at the air of luxnrj 
pervading the entire establishment, even to the vestibule. The hall fiooi 
was of white marble, and across it was stretched a broad strip of Turkej 
carpet. Near the door leading into the vestibule, in the midst of a clum| 
of flowering shrubs and tropical plants, stood a stuffed bear holding a 
silver waiter, intended for visiting cards, in one paw. If had 

doubted that the house had been furnished expressly for Madame JBorisol 
this essentially Russian ornament would h^Ve convinced her of the fact, 
but it is not always well to judge by a)(pearances. The staircase wa> 
lined with mirrors which must have reflected at night the light of the 
candles held in onyx and candelabra which led to a sort of^ante-charnbeT 
hung with ^rdovan leather and surrounded with velvet divans.- Then 
came the dining-room. It had but one window, but that was embowered in 
verdure, and it seemed to have been intended for t4tp-d-fSte. suppers, 
so small was it and so scantily provided with cMirs. Certainly it was no 
artist who had so arranged his home; and H61^e ivsked herself h<jw a 
lady of rank and the mother of three children boulil have chosen such an 
abode. But her guide allowed her no time for reflection, for after con- 
ducting her through a silken-hung drawing-room, very unlike the impos- 
ing drawing-room of the Muire’s, she ushered her into an even more cosy 
and luxurious nook which was very nearly filled by a superb grand jgWSflJ 

A young lady, who was seated at the instrument, rose as Higleiie 
entered, and running to her kissed her fondly, exclaiming as she did so : 

“ So here you are at last, ray dear ! ” 

“ Is this really you, JtiHette ? ” murmured Mademoiselle Lanoue, who 
recognised her friend’s features, but fancied that they 'wore an entirely 
different expression from that w^hich had characterised them in former 
times. It was about two years since the two young ladies had met. The 
countess visited France ^quently, and during her last stay in ^Paris the 
young girls had spent an hour or two together almost every day, either at 
the Muire’s or the HOtel Meurice. But since Mademoiselle V^drine’s 
return to Russia she had not written a single line to HiflCne Lanoue. who 
bad written to ber frequently, and marvelled greatly at receiving no re|^. 
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Helene now was equally astonished at the great change in her^^. schorl- 
fellow. Juliette v^drine had always been pretty; she was pretty<8till, 
but her beauty was now of an* entirely different type. Her cheeks were 
less rosy but fuller, her eyes were far more brilliant, her mouth had more 
expression, but it was a sensual expression that Helene had never > seen 
upon it before. The once calm and gentle face had become more mobile, 
the voice shriller. Her hair, too, was arranged in am entirely different 
fashion. In a* word, Juliette no longer looked like a modest young girl. 

“How you stare at me!” she exclaimed, pressing H^fene’s hands 
affectionately. “ I have changed very much. Confess that you think mo 
ugly.” 

“ By no means,” replied Mademoiselle Lanoue. “ On the contrary, I 
tliink you much more beautiful and much more lively too.” 

“ That is true. In former years I was rather inclined to melancholy. 
Then everything was not tinged with rose colour. The life of a governess 
is not a pleasant one. ” 

“ I know it ; but have you adopted any other ? ” 

“No; for as I wrote you, I am still with the countess; but one 
becomes accustomed to the yoke. I have learned wisdom. Besides, my 
situatirm has improved.” 

“ Has the countess increased your salary ? ” 

“Yes,” replied Juliette, smiling. “ I am comparatively rich now, and 
there is nothing to prevent me from becoming really so. I have just been 
offered a splendid situation, which I shall probably accept, and which will 
allow me to reside in France, so we can see each other often.” 

“ I shall be very glad of tnat. So you are not married? ” 

“ No, indeed. Why do you ask me that ? ” 

.“Why, because — don’t be angry — because you wear so many diamonds. 
You have theiUf^n your ears and on your fingers. What a magnificent 
ring ! ” ' 

“ Do you like it? Pray accept it. I should be delighted to give it to 
you. ” 

‘ ‘ Many thanks, my dear friend, but such jewels are not for a poor girl 
like me,” replied H^il^jne. 

“They would become you; and with a face like yours you certainly 
ought to possess much finer ones some day. But tell me about yourself. 
So many things happen in the course of two years. I have a host of things 
to tell you, but I want to hear what you have been doing first.” 

“ So you failed to receive my letters? ” 

“ No, I received them; and I know you must be angry with me for not 
answering them. By-and-by I will explain why I have been so remiss. 
But first let me hear how you are. I know you must have had a great 
deal of trouble, for the first news I heard on my arrival in Paris was the 
death of Madame de Muire. What a terrible thing it was ! And it seems 
that they have not yet succeeded in discovering the wretch who killed that 
excellent woman. You recollect how kindly she received me when I called 
at her house to see you. And your pupil, that charming girl Marcelle, 
how does she bear her cruel bereavement? I admit that one of my reasons 
jfor begging you to come and see me immediately was because I was anxious 
to learn exactly how you were situated, and I dared not present myself at 
the Oaks. ^ Sit down, my dear H616ne, and let us talk about your prospects,” 
added Mademoiselle Ve^drine, compelling her old school fellow to take a 
seat beside her on a black satin sofa garnished with cushions of every hue. 
yHel^no offered no resistance, but she was already meditating a speedy 
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departure ^rom this Btrai;ige house, for she felt none too much confidence in 
this oejewelled governess, who reminded Jier so little of her old schooh 
fellovv. she watchetl her with a vague uneasiness — something as little Red 
Ritliug-hood must have watclied the wolf attired in her mother’s night-eap, 
She'alinost expected to see the gleam of the sharp-pointed teeth and bdiold 
the long claws ; that is to say, to hear some startling words fall from 
Juliette’s lips, or at least a painful confession. 

“Now' tell me all your troubles, my dearest friend,’* continued Made- 
moiselle Vddrine, without seeming in the least aw are of H^^lene's uneasiness. 
“ I say your troubles, for you must have some. In the first place, you were 
deeply attached to Madame de Muire ; and I am sure you mourn lier death 
very much. Still this would be a mere trifle if you could retain youi 
situation as governess to her daughter, but you cannot with propriety re- 
main in the count’s house now he is a widower, especially after Made- 
moiselle de Muire marries, which will be very soon if I am to believe w'haf 
I hear.” 

“ Who told you anything about her intended marriage ? ” asked HtUene, 
greatly surprised. 

“ Everybody in Paris is talking about it.” 

• But you only arrived yesterday. How could you have heard ” 

“In the first place, I arrived yesterday morning, and Madame Borisd 
has already received a number of visitors. But to return to our subject. 
Sooner or later, my dear H<5l6ne. you wdll find yourself in the street. 
What do you intend to do ? Are you going to remain a governess all youi 
life?” 

“Yes, certainly; unless ” 

“ Unless you marry, I suppose you mean. Well you are so pretty that 
you certainly will not want for suitors. I have had plenty myself, if *1 
had liked 1 might have become the wife of a very worthy maij — one of oui 
countrymen and a tutor to the (xovernor oi Moscow’s children. You see, 
it would have been a very suitable match. ” 

“ And you refused him ! Why ? Didn’t you like him ?” 

“Yes, he was a young man and very good-looking, besides being a 
remarkably agreeable and intelligent fellow.” 

“ What were your objections then ?” 

“ He had no money.” 

“ Like yourself.” 

“ Yes, iike myself. And it was precisely because I was no better ofl 
than he was that I refused to marry him. Poverty is all very pleasant 
and romantic in poetry, but in real life it is frightful — hideous. It is bud 
enough to be poor wdien one is sin^e : but to be the wife of a poor maii, 
surrounded by a crowd of dirty, squalling, ragged brats— Ugh ! ” 

“Can it really be Juliette V4drine who is talking in this way?” 
exclaimed Mademoiselle Lanoue. “You who used to paint such charming 
pictures of domestic happiness. Do- you recollect our conversations under 
the trees in the garden during recreation hours ? How we used to talk 
of the i’rince Charming who would certainly cross our y)ath after we left 
the convent. You wanted him dark-complexioned, while I preferred him 
wdth fair hair. Still, both were to be young and handsome. It mattered 
little to us whether he was rich or not, provided he corresponded witJi 
our ideal. And the children ! Don’t you remember how you wanted 
boys, while I liked girls best ? ” 

“All this is true, unquestionably,” said Mademoiselle V^‘drine laugh- 
ing. “You have a terrible memory. 1 must say that I had forgotten 
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camp to the emperor will detain him at least six^months. He deaided fhai 
it would be beat for me to remain in Paris during his long absence, so he 
purchased a house for me not far from here, on the Rue Fortuny, and if 
you ever do me the honour to enter it, you will see nothing there to shock 
you, I assure you.’* 

“ But you are not married, and you never will be.” 

“ I am not so sure of that. The Russian aristocrat is not so narrow- 
minded as our gentlemen of rank, and I should not be the first French- 
woman who has married a Muscovite.” 

“I hope so, indeed,” replied HeRno, sadly ; ** and now you have told 
me all, let me go.” 

“ Not until you have told me your own plans for the future. I in^j^t, 
because 1 am afraid that you find yourself in a very unenviable position 
just now. It is evident that you cannot remain with Mademoiselle do 
Muire.much longer. Have you any other place in view ?’* 

Mademoiselle Lanoue shook her head. 

“And if one should not offer itself, what will become of yon, my dear 
H4Rne ? You gave me to understand just now that you could marry if 
you chose. Were you in earnest ? 

“ I shall not answer you.” 

A* Why?” 

“Because you have lost all right to question me. In former years I 
concealed nothing from you, and 1 shall never forget the happy days when 
we had no secrets from each other ; but that time has passed, never to re- 
turn again. I did not solicit the sad revelations you have just made to 
me, and I assure you that I shall never betray your confidence ; but I 
have nothing to tell you in return, and I shall try to forget that we ever 
met.”' 

“ At least tell me if it is true that Marcelle’s betrothed is guilty ? 1 
hear that ’he has been arrestJsl on the charge of having killed the poor 
countess.” 

“How drd jou hear that the young man was in prison?” inquired 
H61cnc, hastily. And seeing Juliette he.sitate, Mademoiselle Lanoue 
added : “ Don’t tell me again that you heard it through the friends of the 
Countess Borisof, who is not in Paris, as you yourself just admitted.” 

“Nor is Prince Werki, but I receive visits from several of his friends, 
and among the number there are several acquaintances of the Count de 
Muire, who are familiar with the tragical affair, ” 

“ Name them.” 

“ Well, there is the Marquis de Brangue, who witnessed the shooting 
of the countess. ” 

Arc you acquainted with Monsieur de Brangue ? ” 

“Certainly. Pray do me the honour to believe that I associate only 
with members of the best society. So you, too, are acquainted with the 
marquis.” 

“ I hope you have never spoken to him of me,” said Helene, hastily. 

“ You need have no fears on that score. I am no novice, and I have 
taken good care not to tell him that you were once an intimate friend of 
. mine. But a person who is equally ignorant of our former intimacy 
has oft^ spoken of you to me, and always in the most complimentary 
terms.” 

whom do you allude?” 

“ To the Viscount de Liscoat. He thinks you perfectly charming, and 
l^ver tires of praising your beauty, grace, and intelligence.” 
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. aiiu greatly obliged ^to him for his good opinion, bat 1 dislike him 
very much. ” 

*^/rhat is strange. It is true that he is hot a young man, but he has 
very distinguished manners and many other good qualities.’’ 

• I4jave never discovered them.” 

‘‘ Indeed ! Well, I am sorry.” 

And why, pray ? ” 

Why, because he is immensely rich. You will probably say : ‘ What 
difference can that possibly make to me ? ” Kemember what I said to you 
a few moments ago. I do not despair of being a princess some day, a real 
princess, after having been a sort of left-handed or morganatic one. Ah, 
welL it is not in Russia alone that kings marry shejiherdcsse^* and I feel 
cerlStin that you could make Monsieur de Liscoat marry you if you chose.” 

* ‘ I am sure that you are very much mistaken, and I am equally sure 
that I would not marry him if I could.” 

“ But I assure you that he is desperately in love with you, and at his age 
such passions are as profound as they are rare. If I should become a 
princess my success will cost me dear ; but you will escape the ordeal 1 
have been obliged to undergo. ” 

“ I*4iate and despise the man.” 

“I think you misjudge him, and that you are very wrong to condemn 
him without knowing him better. ” 

I know him only too well, and I hope I shall never see him again. 
If he authorised any such avowal of his sentiments as you have just made 
to me, I am surprised that you accepted such a mission.” 

“If I did, it was only for your own sake. De Liscoat is generosity 
itself. What would you say if I should tell you that you have only to say 
the word to become the owner of this house, which is valued at two* hun- 
dred thousand francs, and of the furniture, which is worth at least sixty 
tliousand more. De Liscoat is ready to offer«^you this gift, and il you like 
the necessary papers can be drawn up and signed to-morrow.” 

“ Ah ! this is too infamous I ” exclaimed H616ne, with tears in her 
eyes. “ How dare you propose such a shameful bargain to me, I did not 
suppose you had fallen so low.” 

“ And I did not think you such a simpleton. Still, every one to his 
taste. If you prefer to plod along in poverty, so be it. You will regret 
your decision some day, when it is too late.” 

“Enough. Stand aside, and let me leave this house. Forget that I 
exist, though, believe me, I shall never cease to pray for you.” 

“ Thanks, you are really too kind. As you seem to bo in such haste to 
depart, I will go and countermand the. orders I gave Gertrude. You can 
surely wait here two or three minutes.” 

And without waiting for Mademoiselle Lanoue’s response, Juliette 
V^drine lifted the portiere and disappeared before poor HtSlfene could 
think of detaining her. It was all done so quickly that Mademoiselle 
Lanoue ^id not have time to follow her treacherous friend. When 
she recovered from the state of astonishment into which this hasty flight 
had thrown her, she might have run after Mademoiselle V^drine, and per- 
haps overtaken her on the staircase, but it seemed to her that she was* 
surrounded by traps of every kind, and she hardly dared to traverse 
the rooms that adjoined the boudoir into which she had been ulfchered. 
Besides, she did not want Juliette to know that she felt afraid. Sheteoon 
began to ticcuse herself of being too easily frightened. 8he said to ner- 
self that Juliette, however depraved she might be, certainly would 
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venture to Cfttry things too far. It was quitp enough to have lure^ her 
innocent friend to this accursed house to listen to such infamous pro- 
posals. She certainly woula not dare to keep I er prisoner there ai^ainst 
ner will. '‘She will be back in a moment,” thought MadeTooiselle 
Lonoue, “and if she speaks to me I will not answer Her. I shall leave 
the bouse without honouring her with another word.** 


XIX. 

This thought was passing through the mind of George Roland*8 afSanced 
wife when she heard a sound which made her start violently. It ^anie 
from below, and strongly resembled the noise made by the hasty closing 
of a heavy door. Had this door been opened to admit some one or allow 
some one tO’ pass out ? There was a way for H^Une to satisfy herself on 
this point, and she had the presence of mind to avail herself of it. The 
day was very warm, and the windows overlooking the street were open. 
Helene ran to one, and lifting the Japanese screen that protected the 
boudoir from the heat of the sun, put her head out of the window. 
Juliette Vedrine was already rounding the corner of the street. Made- 
moiselle Lanoue reached the window just in time to see her turn into the 
Avenue de Villiers, and on glancing in the opposite direction she saw the 
duenna Gertrude walking slowly up the Rue Jouffroy. Had these un- 
scrupulous creatures imprisoned her in the bouse by turning the key in 
the lock of the door through which they had just darted like thieves who 
have been foiled in their attempt to plunder?. H(^lfene’s first impulse 
was to run down-stairs and ascertain for a certainty, and then make lier 
escape if it were not too late, so she stepped back from the window, hut 
on turning she hastily recoiled in astonishment land terror. 'J’he Vis^ ount 
de Lisco&t stood before hen in a respectful, almost imploring, attitude, 
with his hat in his hand, and a smile upon his lips — a half-mocking, half- 
insinuating ' smile, which aroused Mademoiselle Laiioue's exasperation to 
the •highest pitch. 8he felt less frightened now that she had been 
brought face to face with the danger that threatened her, and she thought 
, only of giving the old rake the lesson he deserved. 

“Your conduct is infamous, sir,” she said, coldly and contemptuously. 
“ Your accomplice enticed me here by your orders, and after attempting 
to drag me down into the mire into which she has fallen, she now leaves 
mo alone with you. I knew that you were a rake, but I supposed you still 
had some little sense of honour left. I see that I was mistaken, and I 
.need hardly say that the feeling I now entertain for you is one of the 
most profound contempt, but 1 do not fear you in the least. *’ 

“ I should certainly hope not,” replied the insolent viscount, laughing. 
“What can you possibly have to fear? We are not living in the days 
when young girls were abducted by force, and this house is not a grim 
castle any mote than I am one of the ferocious barons of mediajval times. 
You are in the' heart of Paris, on the Rue Jouffroy, a respectable street, 
where one is perfectly safe from insult or violence.” 

- • “ Prove this by allowing me to depart.** 

“ You are free, mademoiselle. If you consent to grant me a hearing 
it will4>e of your own free will, but I l>e8eech you to allow me to tell you 
why 4 begged Mademoiselle Vedrine to write to you. She was once a 
friehd of yours, and I am a|i2?ious tO popvince you that sh^ is not as g^iilty 
^yott suppose.*’ 
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fhe aitftnie old viBcoont had hit upon the sole pretext he could have 
devised to induce H616ne to listen to him. 

“You will not succeed in doing that/*' she said, coldly; “but no 
tuatter. Speak, justify her if you can. But first tell me, is it or is it not 

true that she has left the Countess Borisof to ** 

“ To accept the protection of Prince Werki, one of my most intimate 
friends? Yes ; this is perfectly true. I see that you blame her, but she 
can certainly plead extenuating circumstances.’* 

“ That is exactly what she has done, but she has not succeeded in 
gaining absolution from me.” 

“ Or in persuading you to follow her example, I am sure. Allow me, 
however, to say that she is the more to be excused from the fact that 1 am 
satisfied her lover will marry her eventually. ” 

“ Then why did he not marry her in the first place ? ” 

“ It would have been very much better,"! admit. But a man of Werki’s 
rank and position is obliged to pay some hoed to the prejudices of tlie 
circle in which he moves. Mademoiselle V<^drine, you are perhaps aware, 
gave up teaching to accept an engagement at the French Theatre in 
Moscow.” 

“ c?he told me so, but I did not believe it.” 

“ It is the truth, nevertheless. She achieved a brilliant success, both 
by her beauty and talent, for she is a born actress, and Werki fell 
desperately in love with her. But he could not give her his name in 
Russia while she was an actress, so he proposed to her that she should 
leave the stage and come to Paris, where he would establish her in com- 
fortable quarters, and where she could remain until he had fulfilled liis 
duties at the court of the Czar. Hjb w ill then rejoin Mademoiselle WWb ine, 
and if the marriage does not take place immediately it will at a very early . 
day, I have not the slightest doubt.” 

“ I hope so, indeed, for Juliette’s sake f but I do not thifik it at all 
likely. In any case, I can never forgive her for setting this trap for me, 
and for thinking me capable of doing as she has done. We* grew' up to- 
gether, and she ought to have known me better,” 

“And so,” began De Liscoat, assuming a grief-stricken air, “you 
would scorn an honourable man who, loving you sincerely, and having no 
opportunity to tell liis love, has resoited to stratagem to secure an inter- 
view with you ? Does not the end justify the means in such a case ? ” 

“ Not in my eyes, sir.” 

“ But I swear to you, mademoiselle, that you have inspired me ^vith a 
profound passion, and I implore your pardon for having yielded to an 
impulse stronger than my own will. had long been seeking an oppoi:- 
tiuiitv of seeing you without calling at the house of my poor friend, the 
count, who will receive no one, and learning by chance that Mademoiselle 
V^drine was an old schoolfellow I hastened to her, I confided my secret 
to her, and she kindly promised to assist me. She dared not go to the 
Oaks for fear of not being very cordially received by your pupil and her 
father, and the idea of writing to you occurred to her.” 

“ Then she is even more culpable than you are. But I am surprised 
that you should have the hardihood to insult me by your shameful ofi'ery. 
You certainly ought to have realised that a man of your years would have 
no chance whatever of marrying me, much less of leading me astkay, and 
you must have seen that the only feeling I had for you w^s oiie^f the 
heartiest dislike.” ^ 

-emind this {iptiouated fop that old mm was to 
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him in his most vulnerable point ; and De Lisooat, who had hoped to'gaih 
a victory by gentleness and flattery, instantly changed his tactics, and 
threw aside the mask. 

“ That I fail to please you is a misfortune for which I am not entirely 
inconsolable,” he retorted sarcastically; “and now, will you be kind 
enough to listen to the rest of what I have to say to you ? You entered 
this house of your own free will. I defy you to prove the contrary. 
There is nothing whatever to prevent you from remaining here perman- 
ently, as I offer you its ownership. Still, if you wish to leave the house 
you can do so, though you will be none the less deeply compromised, for 
the fact of your coming here is no secret. ” 

“ People shall also know how you enticed me here, and how I replied 
to your insulting proposals.” 

“Oh! I don’t doubt that you will defend yourself, and you will perhaps 
succeed in convincing Major Roland that, having missed the last train, 
you spent the night at an hotel. ” 

“ What do you mean ? ” 

“ I am anxious that you should have plenty of time to examine tho 
house. When you have seen what a charming home you would have here, 
you will perhaps change your mind.” 

•“ I shall not remain here a minute longer.” 

“ Pardon me ; you will remain until to-morrow morning. A night’s 
rest will do you good ; besides, it is said, you know, that the night 
brings counsel. You vdll he entirely alone, and you will want lor 
nothing. The bed-room is ready for your occupancy, and you will find a 
cold lunch awaiting yon there. If you should become lonely, there are 
books in the library. Your imprisonment will not be rigorous, nor will it 
last long. To-morrow morning, about eight o’clock, Gertrude will come 
to rcdcase you, and there will^ be nothing to prevent you from leaving for 
the Oaks, where your friends will doubtless be charmed to see you. Nor 
will there be anything to prevent you from telling your friends what hap- 
pened to you, and if either of them should feel inclined to create any 
troubl«% I aliall find a way to silence them.” 

Having said this. Monsieur de Liacoat replaced his hat upon his head ; 
then, seeing that Mademoiselle Lanoue seemed inclined to follow him, he 
added coldly: “ Do not attempt to leave the bouse in spite of me. You 
would not succeed, and you had better avoid a ridiculous scene. I repeat 
that you have nothing to apprehend to-night, and that yon will be at 
liberty to leave the house early to-morrow morning. I need only say that 
if you persist in your refusal to ac^cept my devotion, you will never be 
troubled by me in the future ; but I do not despair of seeing you here 
again to-morrow at this time.” 

With this parting insult the viscount disappeared, leaving H(5lc;ne to 
her reflections. She realised that it would be worse than useless to engage 
in a struggle in which she would be sure to be worsted, and that instead 
of following De Liscoat, it would be well to make sure that his departure 
was not merely feigned. So she returned to the window, where, tlirough 
the slats of the lowered Venetian blind, she could see without being seen. 
A minute or two later she had the satisfaction of seeing the odious wretch 
leave the house, lock the door behind him, put tho key in his pocket, and 
then alible i}p the Avenue de Villiers, without once turning to look back. 

H;^K^ne was really and truly a prisoner, but she was at least relieved of 
one grave apprehension, for she was now certain that the detestable vis- 
f'junt had really left the house. Still he might return, so she at once set 
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to ^ork to devise some mqjftns of avoiding further insult. This would be 
an easy matter if the door leading from the vestibule into the hall was pro- 
vided with a bolt, so Mademoiselle Lanoue ran down the marble stairs and 
through the hall, guarded by the stuffed bear, to satisfy herself on this 
pdintr To her very great relief she found two strong bolts, one above, 
the other below the lock, and she at once proceeded to draw them. 

She was now safe ; that is, unless the house had two outer doors— and 
to ascertain this she had only to explore it from top to bottom, which she 
immediately proceeded to do. She soon discovered that there was only a 
solid wall skilfully concealed by a dense grou th of tropical plants behind 
the staircase, and that the hall had no other outlet. Being already 
faii^liar with the arrangement of the lower storey, which consisted of only 
three rooms — a dining-room, drawing-room, and boudoir, she went 
straight up to the floor above, which was also divided into three rooms — a 
library, bedroom, and dressing-room. The walla of the library, the room 
she came to first, were lined with ebony book-cases, filled with small but 
expensively- bound volumes — the entire literary fruits of the gilded 
corruption of more than a century — placed here, doubtless, to deprave 
those whoso curiosity might impel them to open the diabolical volumes. 
H^lonB, without even pausing to glance at them, passed on into the bed- 
chamber, which was no more reassuring in its aspect. There were mirrors 
everywhere, and upon a large lacquer-table was a lunch, served upon the 
most costly china, with crystal decanters, filled with wines, that rivalled 
the amotliyst and topaz in their hues. The dressing-room which opened 
out of this chamber was a marvel of luxury. The bath-tub, table, vases, 
and even the wainscoting were of onyx ; the toilet articles of ivory and 
silver, and the other accessories of exquisite Sevres. Juliette Vtklrine 
must have had one like it in her house in the Hue Fortuny ; and Made- 
moiselle Lanoue would not even cross the threshold of this laboratory of 
beauty. She was obliged to retrace her stepfl^ to ascend to the aftic, where 
she also found three rooms — two evidently intended for holding dresses, 
the other as a bed-chamber for the maid. The kitchen ePnd servants’ 
rooms were in the basement. 81ic went through tliese, and when she? had 
completed this hasty tour of inspection, felt satisfied that the house had 
an outlet only on t])e line Jouffroy. The architect who planned it liad 
certainly made the most of a very small piece of land, but the house was 
only a box after all, and the viscount would not ruin himself by giving it 
away. 

llel^ne troubled herself very little about its value, however. She was 
only thinking liow she could manage to get out of this luxuric^ia prison, 
and as an immediate escape seemed impossible she returned to the 
boudoir, and sat herself down to solve the problem. The first plan that 
presented itself to her mind seemed scarcely feasible. The Hue Jouffroy 
is not much frequented nor very densely populated, nevertheless there are 
plenty of houses and plenty of pedestrians. Consequently, there was 
nothing to prevent Hel^jne from going to the window and asking tiio 
assistance of some neighbour or passer-by. But what should she say to 
this stranger ? How was she to explain.f;tbe embarrassing situation in 
Wihich she found herself ? It is no easy matter to carry on a conversation 
across a wide street ; besides, her account (if her strange adventure might 
not be believed. In these days noble maidens are no longer incarces^ted in 
grim towers by wicked enchanters and obliged to invoke the aid of posing 
knights. H61fene would have been obliged to accost the first personNvho 
happened to come along, and prosaically request him to go in search oSfi^ 



152 


A HAlLWAt d^fiAGEDT. 


locksmith atid a policema«i» who, would perhaps take her for a madwcihan 
or something worse. All things considered, she decided that this plan 
was impracucable, and that^it would be nesessary to devise some other. 
Lifting the screen, she began to examine the surroundings of her prison. 
On the left was a vacant lot surrounded by a wooden fence, oh th^righti 
there was an unfinished house, upon which no one seemed to be working. 
Opposite stood a private house much larger than Monsieur de Liscoat’s, 
but apparently unoccupied, for every shutter was closed, and the family 
and servants had probably left Paris to spend the summer* in the country 
or at the sea-side. No assistance coula be expected from that quarter, 
consemiently ; and as for passers-by, H^lfene soon learned to her sorrow 
that she couid not depend upon them. She perceived a tall, good-looking 
young man walking briskly down the street, apparently a yoiTng artist" on 
his way back to his studio. When he was about ten yards from the 
house he discerned Mademoiselle Lanoue^s lovely face at the window, and 
instantly began to smile. He had a pleasant face, and H^l^ne almost 
made up her mind to open a conversation with him ; but artists are rather 
too audacious, and this one being guilty of the blunder of throwing a kiss 
to the pretty brunette who was ga/lng down at him from the wdiidow, 
H^^l^ne ohished and hastily drew bac£ Mortified and discouragCtl, she 
threw herself on the sofa, scarcely able to restrain her tears. Was «ihe 
indeed condemned to wait until Gertrude came to release her as the 
viscount had promised ? This would not be an irremediable evil, of 
course, as, thanks to the bolts that protected her, her persecutor could not 
take her by surprise. But if Gertrude obeyed her master’s orders she 
would not make her appearance until the next morning ; and the idea of 
spending the niglit in her present quarters made Mademoiselle Lanoue 
shudder. What would Monsieur de Muiresay? What ivould Marcelle 
say? Above all, what would Major Roland say if she did not 'return to 
the Oaks?' This inexplicable -absence might ruin her prospects for over ; 
and it was probably upon this possibility that tlie odions viscount had 
counted. He had probably said to himself that poor Hi^k'jne, dismissed in 
disgrace by the Count de Muire and deserted by her afiianced husband, 
w ould become an easy victim to his wiles. 

“No, no,” she muttered, savagely, ^‘this scoundrel shall not get the 
best of me. I will leave this house, even if 1 am obliged to jump out of 
the window. I will wait until dark. The hour at w^hich I return to the 
villa doesn’t matter, provided I return there to-night, and I will return 
unless 1 kill myself in my efforts to reach the ground 1 ” 


XX. 

HAViNci come to this conclusion, she immediately began to make prepara- 
tions for her flight. The window was at least fifteen feet from the 
ground. To jump from that height would involve too great a risk ; but 
she could make the descent in safety if she had some kind of a support. 
She lost no time in sesrehing for a rope, which she would probably have 
been Enable to find, but hastily pulling down the portiere, that concealed 
the dpor of the boudoir, tore it into strips, and tied these strips firmly 
togethei. Then, desiring to test the strength of her hastily-improvised 
fir© escape, she suspended herself in mid-air by it. after fastening it 
Md^'^y to the railing of iAie stairs, and found that it would sustain her 
This accomplished, there w'as nothing for her to do but wait 
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nntil dark'^and night comes late in the month of July— but she could not 
descend from the window until the street was deserted, for any passer-by 
vt ho saw her performing this feiiit would he sure to cry ‘ ‘ 8top thief ! 

.He^iDe felt sure that this quiet street would become well-nigh deserted 
by nine or ten oVlock ; still she had plenty of time to rest a little, and 
feeling the need of repose after the trying ordeal through which she had 
just passed, she threw herself on the sofa and soon fell into a deep slumber. 
There was no sound to disturb her for a while, but when she did w^ake a 
strong breeze was rattling the Venetian blinds, and dashing big drops of 
rain in her face through the open window. Outside it was as dark as 
pitch. The weather had suddenly changed ; thunder was muttering iu 
the distance, and dense black clouds were hanging over the city. 
sprung up frightened, not so much by the storm as by the darkness ; but 
she soon perceived that, so far as she was concerned/ nothing could have 
been more opportune than this unforeseen tempest, for the rain had dis- 
persed all promenaders, and kept the worthy citizens who like to stroll 
about the streets on summer evenings quietly at home. Mademoiselle 
Lanoue looked out of the window and perceived, to her great delight, that 
the street was positively deserted. Not a person was in sight, and the 
only sound audible was the dull and continuous rumble of vehicles in the 
far distance. 

'‘Now or never,” Helene said to herself, and she began operations 
without a moment’s loss of time. The attempt seemed likely to prove suc- 
cessful. B4l6ne was not heavy ; the distance was short, and the rope she 
had manufactured reached very nearly to the ground. Before making the 
venture, she looked up and down the street. There was a street-lamp 
nearly opposite the house, and it diffused light enough for the girl to be 
able to soc that the coast was perfectly clear. There was nothing left for 
her to do but make the descent, when she suddenly asked herself what 
time it could be. She had, of course, lost alt idea of time during her nap, 
and she could not consult her watch, for she had forgotten to put it ou 
that morning before leaving the Oaks. She recollected having seen two 
or three clocks in the house, but none of them seemed to be going ; 
besides, B<^lene did not like to go upstairs without a light. It is only 
smokers who always carry matches in their pockets, and though there were 
probably Komo in the bedroom, she did not feel inclined to go and hunt for 
them. It w as of the utm(»st importance for her to know tlie time, how- 
ever, for if it was past midnight she would be unable to return to Chatou 
that night. She recollected that daylight was beginning to wane when 
ehe fell asleep, and she supposed she must have slept two or perliapK tl ree 
hours. It becomes dark about eight o’clock in midsummer, so HcAUie 
calculated that it must now be nearly ten o’clock, and that she could reach 
the Saint Lazare station in time for the thirty five minutes past ten train 
if she made haste. 

The most difficult part of her undertaking was the beginning. The 
window sill w'as no very great distance from the floor, but it was necessary 
to climb upon it and then swing herself from it without letting go her 
hold of the rope — no easy task for a woman hampered with skirts. For- 
tdhately, H^l^ne had learned calisthenics at school, and had practised 
them occasionally since with Marcelle in the garden at the villa, so she 
was unusually agile in her movements. When she let herself dipp into 
space the sensation was a little startling, but she kept a light hold the 
rope, and it was not until she was within five or six feet of the gr^ind 
that she noticed her support yielding a little. To escape the fall 
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that seemed inevitable^ she jumped the rest of the distance, and did 
it so cleverly that she landed upon her feet. Still the concussion 
made her lose her equiliorium, and she staggered and fell to the 
pavement. This fall would have been a mere trifle, however, if the 
pouring rain had not changed the dust of the Rue Jouflfroy into mdd, with 
which she found herself smeared from head to foot. The evil was irrepar- 
able, at least for the time being ; and for a moment the poor girl felt that 
she could not possibly return to the Oaks in such a plight. But there was 
no help for it, so she hastened up the Avenue de Villiers where she hoped 
to find a carriage to convey her to the railway 'station. Apart from this 
slight mishap, the attempt had proved a complete success. The street was 
deserted, the coast was clear. There was nothing for her to do nov^ but 
proceed on her way and avoid any dangerous encounters. 

Mademoiselle Lanoue was not in the habit of going about Paris alone at 
night, and at first she was a little frightened to find the long Avenue so 
completely deserted. Not a single pedestrian nor vehicle of any kind was 
visible in the flickering light of the street lamps lining both sides of the 
street. It was still raining hard, and she said to herself that in this odd 
part of the town all signs of life probably ceased very early, especially in 
such weather as this. So she plodded bravely on through the wind aPAl rain, 
and soon reached the square in which the statue of Alexandre lluinas the 
elder was recently erected. The quickest way to reach the Rue d’Am.ster- 
dam from this point is to turn to the left into the Boulevard Malesherbes ; 
but Ii6l6ne turned to the right because she perceived in the distance a 
moving light which she took for that of a cab. She began to run now, and 
soon foun(l herself at tlie corner of the Boulevard Courcelles, which intersects 
the Boulevard Malesherbes at right angles. The light had disappeared, 
but she found herself in front of a large omnibus that was just starting 
from the office. Where was it going ? Mademoiselle Lanoue did not know, 
but she rdiolved to ask the ctjnductor, who was already perched upon the 
step. As she approached, however, she heard a voice cry out : * ‘ One more 
seat vacant f Step in, madame.” 

A woman entered the vehicle, which now had its full complement of 
passengers. Two men, after some grumbling, decided to climb upon the 
roof —a bad place in a shower — but one of them said to the other : “ Wo 
shall bo drenched, but there seems to be no help for it, as this is the last 
omnibus.*’ 

The remark reached H<.^l6no’s ears and gave her abundant food for 
reflection. She knew that the omnibuses ran all the evening; if this 
omnibus was the last one, it must be very late. She stepped to the door 
of the omnibus office, and addressing the boy who was putting up the 
shutters, she asked him the hour, “ Quarter past twelve,” replied the 
lad. 

Helene was overwhelmed with consternation. The last train for Chatou 
left at thirty-five minutes past twelve. She had not more than fifteen 
minutes at her disposal, and no amount of hurrying would get her there in 
time. Besides, what good would it do for her to take a train that passed 
through Chatou about one o’clock in the morning? Ever since Madame 
de Muire’s death all the inmates of the-Oaks hfi-l kept very early houcps. 
The gates were closed, and all the servants weiv in bed long before mid- 
night, /iO that Mademoiselle Lanouo would have been obliged to disturb the 
household to gain an entrance. And how could she present herself 
them soaked with rain and covered with mud? How could she 
oftplaiu her strange adventure ? She realised the necessity of postponing 
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her rotarn hut she could not spend the night in wandering about the 
streets. But where could she go ? She certainly could not dare to present 
herself at a hotel alone at this late hour; hor would she be received 
in any respectable house under such circumstances and in such a plight. 
Ilci? £lu?rt slumber had cost her dear. She thought she was saved vidien* 
slie succeeded in making her escape from the viscount’s house, but now 
she felt that she was lost. She said to herself that (George would condemn 
her without a hearing, and that he would never marry her. The poor girl 
. stood there alone in the middle of the night and in the pouring rain, won- 
dering what was to become of her, and longing to die. Suddenly a most 
fortunate idea occurred to her. Monsieur de Muire’s town house was only 
about two hundred yards from the spot where she was standing. 

“ Why can I not seek a shelter there ? ” she thought. “ The porter who 
Hvas left in charge of the house will not refuse me admittance. To morrow 
morning 1 will send a telegram to Monsieur Roland, and as Carcenac can 
testify to the truth of my assertion, I will tell George all, and he will per- 
haps forgive me. This is my only chance now.” 

Mademoiselle Lanoue was too much engrossed in thought to pay much 
attention to what was going on around her. The omnibus had disappeared 
up the Ptfulevard dc Courcelles ; the office' had been closed, tlie rain was 
still falling, and the poor girl supposed she was quite alone on the broad 
pavement where she had paused to reflect upon her unfortunate situation. 
She had entirely failed to notice a gentleman who was coming up tlio 
street, protected by an umbrella; but he had noticed her, as was only 
natural, for one does not often see a handsomely-dressed lady standing 
motionless in the street when the rain is falling in torrents. After coming 
a little closer, the stranger paused. Seeing that the lady was young and 
pretty, he accosted her, and it was not until then that Mademoiselle 
Lanoue became conscious of his presence. 

“ You will be drowned, inadame, if you remain here,” he rcinfWkcd in 
a rather free and easy tone. “ Don’t you see that it is raining in torrents ? 
I'^ortunately, I have an umbrella that is largo enough for both of us, how- . 
ever.” 

As he spoke he oflered his arm to H41<me, supposing that she would ac- 
cept it without much urging, and was not a little surprised to see her draw 
back, and prepare to cross the street. As she did so she unconsciously 
stepped near enough to the street lamp for the light to fall full upon her 
face, which the stranger had not seen distinctly before. 

“Why, I know you 1” he exclaimed; “you know me, we know each 
other ! You are the lady I saw to-day at a window in the Rue Jouflroy. 
Don’t you recollect that 1 bowed to yon,»and that you stepped back from 
the window instead of responding to the salute? Not very kind of you, 
W’as it, but our meeting this evening consoles me? ” 

Mademoiselle Lanoue had not forgotten the tall artist who had had the 
audacity to throw a kiss to her, she recognized him perfectly, and instantly 
resolved to put an end to the conversation. 

“ It is quite possible that you have seen me before, sir,” she said coldly, 
“but that is no reason that I should listen to you here, and I must beg 
you to proceed on your way . ” « 

“But our paths lead in the same direction, I suppose, since you are 
probably on your way back to the Rue Jouffroy, and 1 also reside on that 
highly respectable street, a few doors further down.” 

“ You are mistaken. I am not going to the Hue Jouffroy.” 

“ But you came from there,” 
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“ Whether I did or not, I am now going only a sljort distance froin herd, 
and I need no escort. Will you be kind enough to leave me ? 

“In such weather as tkis? Never ! It would be positively inhuman 
You are drenched from head to foot already, and you will be positively 
drowned before you reach your destination. If you will not a‘eciAit my 
aim. at least accept half of my umbrella.” 

lie was already holding it over H41dne*B head, sheltering her in spite 
of her objections. 

“ 1 see ! ” he continued, gaily, “ you are afraid of compromising your 
self, because you don’t know who I am, I will introduce myself : Pierre 
l)ax. artist, twenty-seven years of a^re, born at Pamiers, in the depart- 
ment of Ari^ge, but now residing at No. 59 Rue Jouffroy, and the recipient 
of a medal at the exhibition this year. You know all about me noW, and 
are satisfied, I hope, that you are not dealing with a vagabond. Take 
notice, too, that in exchange for all this valuable information, I do not 
even ask your name, nor what you were doing in that pretty little house, 
which does not bear the best of reputations, by the way.” 

I was decoyed there, and afterward made a prisoner, and I have only 
just succeeded iu making my escape from it,” replied Helene, yielding to 
a hasty impulse. “ When you passed the house, I had more tkan half a 
mind to ask you to assist me.” 

“ Why didn’t you do it ? To deliver you, I would have set fire to the 
house, if necessary. What you just told me, does not surprise me in tlie 
least, knowing the character of the owner of the house as I do. But 1 
wonder at his audacity in assailing a person like yourself, and if you 
would like me to give him a lesson I am at your service.” 

“ Thank you, but the wretch will never trouble me again, so I think it 
w^anld be better to let the matter drop. But I shall not forget your name 
nor your address, and it is quite possible that I may have recourse to your 
testimony.” 

“ I will testify to whatever you please ; but as I shall certainly testify, 
too, that J. njet you in the street during a pouring rain and escorted you 
home, you cannot refuse to accept my arm.^’ 

“ I accept because I see I can trust you, and because we shall not have 
far to go. If it were daylight you could see the house from here.” 

“ I am sorry to hear that I should be only too proud to serve as your 
escort for a much longer time,” answ'ered the artist, gallantly. 

H4Rne laid the tips of her fingers upon the arm of this comparative 
stranger, and they traversed the Boulevard Malesherbes side by side. 
All her fears had vanished, and she was now endeavouring to see if any 
advantage could be derived from this meeting, in case she should be 
called upon to explain the occurrence of the eventful niglit that might 
not only cost her her reputation but ruin her whole future. 

“ I have a favour to ask of you,” she said at last. “ After you ha^ e 
accompanied me to my destination, you will return to your own home, 1 
suppose ? ” 

“Yes.” 

“ Well, when you pass the house in which 1 was held a prisoner, 1 
want you to satisfy yourself that I made my escape by the window^, To 
j&fiect the descent I used two curtains that I tore into strips and afterw'ards 
fastened to the window sill. This rope must be there still. ” 

Very well. I will try to find a policeman, and if I do. I will* 
c^alnly call his attention to the fact, and insist upon his making an 
mvestigatiou. He w ill think that some thief made his escape iu that 
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Wa^, after plundering the. liouae, and he will not hesitate to report the 
case to the commissary of police. I understand, of course, that your name 
is not to be mentioned in connection with ^he matter, mademoiselle. 1 
say mademoiselle, without really knowing, of course. ” 

• ou are right, however, sir, for I am not married. I hope, of 
course, that my name will never appear in connection with the affair, but 
if I should be obliged to prove that 1 fled from this terrible house, it is to 
you alone that I can look for assistance.” 

The artist was about to assure her of his devotion to her interests when 
Mademoiselle de Lanouo checked him by suddenly pausing and pointing 
to an imposing carriage entrance. 

1‘We have reached our journey’s end,” she remarked, “This is the 
house.” 

Pierre Dax, greatly surprised at the si^ht of this palatial abode, 
exclaimed : “ I congratulate you, mademoiselle. You are superbly lodged. ” 
Then almost immediately he added : “ Why, I know the house. It 
belongs to the Count de Muire.” 

“ How do you know ? ” inquired Helene, greatly surprised. 

“I am acquainted with a young man, an amateur artist, who often 
visits Acre, and I have accompanied him as far as the door several times.” 

“ What is his name ? ” 

“ His name is Mestras — de Mestras. He is a great friend of 
mine, but he has just got himself into a terrible scrape.” 

“ He is innocent, nevertheless,” said Mademoiselle Lanoue hastily. 

“ I haven’t the slightest doubt of it, and I am delighted to hear that 
you know him. It seems to be a sort of bond between us, and 1 begin to 
lio])e tliat we shall meet again some day.” 

“I very willingly promise yon that. You shall know all, but you 
must ask me no questions just at this time. I am going to ring, and 1 
don't want the porter to see that I have company. Leave mO" now, and 
rest assured ” 

“Are you sure that he will open the door for you ? • 

“ Yes,” replied H6I^ue, though in her secret heart she had some ‘mis- 
givings, for she knew that Carcenac was expecting no one. 

“ 1 hope so, indeed, mademoiselle,” replied Pierre Dax, “but it is w'ell 
to prepare for any emergency. Porters are usually very sound sleepers, 
and if these doors should remain closed against you, you would find your- 
self in a very unpleasant predicament, so I will not leave you, but 
retire to a little distance while” you ring. As soon as you are safe in the 
house I shall turn my steps sadly in the direction of my humble 
domicile.” • ' . 

Mademoiselle Lanoue made no objection to this arrangement, especially 
as she felt that she owed her companion not a little gratitude. She accord- 
ingly pulled the bell with her left hand, and proffered him her riglit, 
which he shook cordially, though without pressing a kiss upon it, as he 
was dying to do ; then, faithful to his promise, he walked a short distance 
up the boulevard and then stopped and waited. Helene was left anxious 
and alone in front of the door. There w^as no sign of life in the spacious 
mansion, so she finally rang ag»n, but with no better success. W'hat 
w ould become of her if Carcenac did not wake ? She scarcely dared to 
ask herself tlftie question, but rang again several times in quick succession. 
At last a heavy tread resounded through the hall, and a deep voice asked : 
“ Who is there ? ” 

“It is 1, Mademoiselle Lanoue.” cried Helene, loud enouffh for >er 
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words to reach the cars of Pierre Dax, “ Open the door for me/Carcenae, 
and at once, I beg of you.** 

An exclamation of surprise greeted this announcement ; a big key 
grated in the lock, the door opened, and the old soldier appeared on the 
threshold, lantern in hand. ' 

“ You, mademoiselle I at this house, and in such a condition ! ” he 
exclaimed in astonishment. “ Has any misfortune befallen the family ? ” 

“ No, thank Heaven ! I was to return to the Oaks this evening, but 
missed the last train, so I decided to spend the night here.” 

“ Your room is ready, mademoiselle,” said Carconac, stepping aside to 
let her pass. 

She entered, without daring to turn and give Pierre Dax a gestur'' of 
thanks. The door closed behind her ; Carcenac locked and bolted it, and 
then motioned H416ne to follow him. He was, always taciturn, so this 
silence neither surprised nor annoyed H^l^ne, especially as it spared 
her the nedessity of a disagreeable explanation. He led her without 
a word to the room she had occupied ever since she assumed cliarge 
of Mademoiselle de Muire’s education, lighted a coux>le of candles, bade 
her good-night, and silently withdrew. Hdltjne did not understand tin's 
strange reception, but she paid very little heed to it. She was thin king of 
the morrow, and her approaching interview with George Boland, who 
would hardly fail to ask an explanation of her absence, and of (Easton 
d’Argouges, an unworthy brother who had been the cause of all her mis- 
fortuues. The poor girl little suspected that he was under the same roof 
with her. 


XXL 


W riiLifi MjCtlemoiselle Lanoue vi as passing through tliese strange expericiices, 
Major Geos ge was not by any means reposing upon a Led of roses. J 1 v. had 
hastened frofn Madame de Muire’s tow?i hous*; with the intention of seeing 
Hifilclie as soon as possible and ascertaining if (Jolyniinc were really her 
brother. George still doubted it, and be.f*ro delivering the wretch up lu 
justice, wished to become satisfied on th^s point, and certainty could he 
obtained only by questioning Mademoiselle lianouo on the subject. He 
had very little chance of meeting her at the Saint Lazaro Station, and he 
chafed at the idea of being obliged to return to the Oaks and wait for her, 
without knowing the hour at which slie would bo likely to arrive. Hence, 
suddenly recollecting that H6h’*ne had gone tc^ call upon an ohl school fellow 
who was stopping at the Hotel Meui^ice, and thinking it probidde that the 
interview would prove a long one, the major concluded to call at the hotel 
before taking the train, and see if his betrothed was still there. M adeinoi.selle 
Lanoue had not mentioned the Countess Borisofs name, but the information 
she had given him was sutiicient to enable him to make the necessary 
inquiries of the hotel people. So he took a cab, and was driven straight to 
the Rue de Rivoli, where he inquired for a Russian lady who had arrived 
there the day before, in company with her children and a French gover- 
ness. The sei-vants assured him that no such lady was staying there, aiid 
when he insisted the clerk remarked that a Russian countess, accom- 
panied by three daughters, had spent several months at the hotel two years 
before, but that she had not been there BiiK:e, nor had she written to engage 
roon^s. Then, noting the major’s astonishment, the clerk added that the 
corfntess had probably been delayed on the way, for a young lady had called 
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thatwery piorning to see thp French governess, who must be in Paris, how- 
ever, as a letter from her had been left^at the hotel, addressed to 
M ademoiselle Lanone. As this letter had been intended for the very person 
who had called to see the governess, it was handed to her, and nothing ha>l 
bet^.n of }'er ainco. 

(leorge lloland was greatly disconcerted, and even a little alarmed. It 
was e\ ident that Hei6ne had not invented this story of a summons to Paris ; 
but (teorgo hardly knew M'hat to think of the proceedings of this 
friend, who had written to Mademoiselle Lanoue that she wished to see 
her at the Hotel Men rice, when she had not even set foot there, and 
wlicn the foreign lady whose daughters she was educating was still in 
Russia. Nevei’theless, the major imally came to the conclusion that all 
tills %as merely the result of a misunderstanding, and that having 

failed to find her friend, had probably hastened back to V^sinet, where he 
bad better rejoin her as soon as possible. The same cab conveyed him to 
the railway station in the Kuo d’Amsterdam, which he reached at the 
very moment that Mademoiselle Lanoue reached the door of the little house 
iu the RueJoufFroy. Afresh disappointment awaited him at the villa, 
foi* Hi'leiie had not returned, and he found there only Monsieur de Muire 
uiid his^laughter, who seemed even more depressed in spirits than usual, 
jiis former misgivings returned with increased force, and he felt strongly 
ii.t lined to hasten back to Paris inquest of the absent one; but where 
slmuld be go to look for her? llosides, she might return at any moment, 
j-o it would be wis(3r to wait, wdiieh he finally made up his mind to do, 
tiumudi .s(u’ely against his will, ft is needless to say that the hours seemed 
well-nigh interminable to him. He had not even the resource of conversing 
with hih friend Jacques, still less with Mareelle, who seemed to become 
inoie and more deeply absorbed in her own grief. Both the father and 
daughter appeared to be unconscious of Mademoiselle Lanoue\s/il)sence, 
and the major took good care not to say anything about his awiety for 
f(‘ar of being obliged to enter into an explanation which he wishe^i to avoid, 
if ])os8ible; so he had to bear aJoiic tlio Imrdcii of suspense caused by 
. 1*1 prolonged absence. 

Tins stat(3 of enforced inaction, too, was all the harder to bear when he 
icmcinbcrod that th(i assassin and hi'’ r<<*coTnplice were at last in his power 
- that tlic'. two scoundrels would be utterly unable to deny their guilt now, 
and that altliougli Mtklcric was still in prison, it would only he necessary 
+/ show < bdy mine’s letter to the magistrate to ensure the young man’s im- 
mediate releases HtUt'-ac had kept this damaging letter, and George Roland 
was beginning to uiidcirstand wiiy. If Uolymine had told the tiuth in as- 
sisting that she was his sister, her rcasohs for keeping the letter were ap- 
])nicnt, and it was liard to doubt that Golymine had told the truth under 
the circunistanocs. George recalled the first disclosures of his betrothed. 
She had spoken of a disreputable brother of whom slie had heard nothing 
whatc' er for twenty years. She had also confessed that the name she bore 
w as not her own, and George jiow recollected vividly the agitation depicted 
upiin her face when she first beheld (jolyminc. Evidently she had resolved 
to ascertain the truth, and to se^ him again before the major caused hiS' 
arrest ; and she must have seen him, for Oolymino had just declared that 
, she had sought an hiterview’ with him for the express purpose of urging 
him to le:svc the country, George had told himself all thid at Monsieur 
de Muire s town-house, when he gave Carcenac orders to imprison the 
scoundrel with Maurevers, but he did not then realise the inevitable 
sequences of this unfortunate discovery. They had become apparent nov^. 



And he did not know how to extricate himself from the emharraSsing 
^j^itlonJn which Mademoiselle Lanone's imprudent step had placed him. 
He was determined not to desert M4d<^ric under any circumstances ; but 
hjs could not save him without delivering up to justice the brother of the 
girl he loved— the brother who had avowed his intention of procla’*^dfig 
that poor Helene's real name was Andr^e d’Argouges, and that she was the 
sister of an assassin. The threat uttered by Golymine as Carcenac pushed 
him into the dark closet where Maurevers was sleeping off the effects of the 
brandy he had drunk, still rang in the major's ears. 

“You will have the pleasure of seeing your ‘brother-in-law tried as a 
felon,’* the venomouB»scoundrel had cried ; and he was quite capable of 
boasting of his relationship to Major Inland if the major married 
H^l^jne. 

Kot that the major had any idea of breaking his engagement. His 
promise became all the more sacred in his eyes in proportion as his 
betrothed became more unfortunate. Nor was he angry with her for 
having tried to save her brother. He even resolved not to decide as to 
the scoundrel’s fate until after he had consulted her. But he became more 
and more astonished that she was so long in returning to the Oaks. It 
seemed to him that she would naturally feel a wish to confide in best 
friend, to tell him about her interview with Golymine, and ask his advice. 
He little suspected that she had been lured into a trap, but the idea of 
doubting her never occurred to him for an instant, for he had implicit 
confidence in her, and would sooner have believed her dead than unfaith- 
ful, But each hour, as it dragged wearily by, increased his anxiety, and 
towards the close of the afternoon, unable to endure the suspense any 
longer, he left the villa with the intention of walking down to Chatou to 
await the arrival of the trains. He did this not only to (juiet his impa- 
tience, hut because he was anxious to secure an interview with 
Mademoiselle Lanoue before lier return to the chateau. About a hundred 
yards froip the gate of the chateau, he was accosted by a shabbily-dressed 
woman who was standing by the road side, apparently waiting for some 
one. He had never seen her before, but he recognised her by the desci ip- 
tion had given him of the princess, who was leading such a 

deplorable existence at V^sinet. 

“ You have just left the Oaks, sir ? ” she said abruptly, “ so you must 
know whether or not Mademoiselle Lanoue is there.” 

“No; she is in Paris.” 

“ But she will return to-night, will she not?” 

“ Undoubtedly, What do you want with her ? ” 

“8he granted me an interview here yesterday.” 

“ I know ; I was on my way home from the station, and saw you in the 
distance. She told me who you were.” 

“ Did she also tell you that she had promised to obtain for me, in Par is, 
the address of a man w’ho has got my husband into trouble, but wlio might 
get him out of it, if he would ? ” 

“ No ; but I feel sure tliat you are referring to Golymine,” 

“ What I do you know him ? ” 

“Yes ; and I know your husband also. He was formerly in the ein]doy 
of the Western Railway Company.” 

“ But lost his situation. Ah, sir, if you could only tell me what has 
become of him ? ” 

“ Are you so very anxious to see him again ? ” 

, 1 - “ No ; he left my children and me without even a crust of bread. I do 
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n^t want Him to be captured by the poHce ; but, so far ae 1 am concerned, 
I do nol care if 1 never Hear His name ajcaiu. It is the other man X want* 
to see/’ 

** Golymine ? ” 

.. '^Yes, in order that I may compel him to render us some assistsHoe, 
It is his fault that my husband has reduced us to beggary. ’* 

“ Golymine will do nothing for you.” 

Then 1 shall denounce him. i know all about him.” 

could do nothing for you, even if he would, and Mademoiselle 
Lanouc will not bring you his address, for the very good reason that no 
one knows exactly wnere he is just now.” 

** Then he has fled, coward that he is ! 1 might have known that he 
wauld desert Julien as.soon as he got him into trouble.” 

“Julieii!” repeated the major, inquiringly, for he had never heard 
her husband’s Christian name before. 

“Yes, Julien de Maurevers, Baron de Meru, whom I married because 
he was a nobleman. Ah, well, if that fiend Golymine has taken himself 
off, 1 shall apply to the Marquis de Brangue.” 

Of all names that the poor woman could have uttered that of the 
Mar(];^is de Brangue was the one the major least expected to hear, and 
yet the title of Baron de M4ru she had just mentioned awakened a vague 
recollection in George Boland’s mind. 

* * The marqjuis has disinherited his nephew, ” she continued, passionately, 
“and he did i)erfectly right ; but if he has a spark of humanity he will not 
allow his nephew’s wife and children to starve. ” 

“ What I your husband is ” 

“The legitimate son of Baron Maurevers de. M^ru, whose patent of 
nobility dates back to the Crusades, and of Mademoiselle Herrnihie de 
Brangue, the only sister of the marquis.” 

The major suddenly recollected that during his converstition with 
Monsieur de Brangue on the Boulevard Malesherbes the evening before he 
liad learned that one of that gentleman’s relatives by marriage had borne 
the name this woman had mentioned. The marquis had not said that* this 
relative was his brotherdn-law, and it was not diilicult to undersbind why 
he hail refrained from specifying the degree of relationship uniting him to 
the father of a scoundrel of the deepest dye. Still, he W'^as undoubteaTj;^ 
the uncle of Julien de Maurevers, tor this unfortunate princess could not 
have invejited a genealogy which corresponded so perfectly with the state- 
ments of Monsieur de Brangue. This discovery opened an entirely new 
horizon to the major’s tistonished gaze. He recollected the entire conver- 
sation with the marquis, and now drew from it deductions difl'ering widely ' 
from those which had first presented themselves to his mind. 

“Yes, sir,’ continued the poor w'oman, becoming more and more 
excited ; “ my poor children are the grand-nephews of a man worth 
millions. He has never done anything for them, but ” 

“Is he aware of their existence ?” interrupted George. 

“No. I was married in Naples, ten years ago, but Julien had 
quarrelled with his uncle before that, and I married him against the 
wishes of my family, so we senf’outno invitations to the wedding. After- 
wards, when -we returned to France, where my husband, through the in- 
fiuence of Golymine, obtained the situation he so lately held, the marquis 
knew nothing about it, and Julien was too proud to ask any assistance 
from him.” 

With the exception of her husband’s relationship to the marq*i.:B. 

F 
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Madame ManreveilEi had told the major no newn, for she had pr^vionirfy 
related her story to Mademoiselle Lanoue, who had repeated it to George 
Boland. 

V So Mozmieur de Brangue could not have rendered us any assistance, 
even if he had been so inclined,” she continued. ‘ ‘ Besides, t feel that my 
husband deserves his fate — as I deserve mine, skice 1 was foolish enough 
to marry him. If I were alone in the world I would not complain. I 
‘ should try to make my way back to my own country, where I have some 
cousins, who would not allow me to starve. But I have three children. 
They are ffujl^ of no Ti^otig-doing. They dW not* ask to be brought into 
the w6rl37 and yet they have sulmred ever aiince they were bom. They 
have been punished for their father’s crimes too long already, and their 
great-uncle owes them some reparation. 1 can prove to him that th ^y 
have an undoubted right to the name of Maurevers de M^ru, like their 

f randmother, who was his only sister, and he will not dare to repulse them. 

ulieu once made me promise never to ask his uncle’s assistance, but Julien 
has deserted us. His desertion absolves me from my promise, and it is 
not his accomplice Golymine I shall appeal to now, out the Marquis do 
Brangue. You must know him, as he is a frequent visitor at Monsieur de 
Muire’s house, and you probably know where he lives. My hi’sband 
knew, but he would not tell me ; but you, sir, will surely give me the 
address.” 

“ I will do more,” replied George Roland, touched by the sorrow of 
this mother pleadings for her children ; “ I will go and see Monsieur de 
Brangue, tell him that you are left entirely without resources, and ask hinx 
to come tp your assistance. He has never heard of you, and probably he 
would refuse to see you, especially as your husband’s name would not be 
an open ^ysame to his heart, while he would listen to me if you would 
place me ip a position to prove the relationship you claim,” 

** I have my marriage certificate, the certificate of Julien’s birth, and 
the certificate of the deaths of my father and mother. ” 

‘!That is all that is needed, and if you will entrust these papers to 
me ” 

“ I will bring them to the villa this evening.”^ 

“ To-morrow morning will do. You reside in V^sinet, Mademoiselle 
lionoue tells me.” 

** Yes ; near the railway, in a wretched hovel you would perhaps have 
SOine difficulty in finding.” 

Mademoiselle Lanoue could show me the way.” 

■ ** Mademoiselle Lanoue ? Ah ! how glad I should be to see her ! And 
you think she will return this evciring ? ' 

“ I hope so.” 

“ But if she shoxxld not, you might be at a loss ; and I don’t want you 
to be obliged to waste your time in searching for me in the village, so you 
had better let me bring the papers to you to-morrow morning. I will be 
here before the departure of the first train.” 

“ Very well, for that is probably the train I shall take. I have some 
other important matters to attend to in Paris, so I cannot go straight to 
the house of Monsieur de Brangue, but I promise you that I will see him 
spme time in the course of the day,” 

“ I only ask for money enough to take me to Naples with my children. 
If you can persuade him to give me that, I shall bless you for ever, sir. ” 
Whatever his answer may be, I promise you that you shall return to 
ydiir native land, madame,” said the major. “ If Monsieur de Brangue 
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reluses. 1 will give you the money myself. Mademoiselle Lanoue takes a* 
deep interest in you, an(t tliat in itself is more than enough to ensure you 
my sympathy and assistance. And now lot me advise you not to wait for * 
her here any longer. It is getting late, and she will dine in Paris, 
pi;o>>ably.** 

“ Your word is my law/' responded the Italian princess promptly. 
** I will return to mv childien. Believe me, we shall all remember your 
name in our prayers.” 

“ Pray for her as well,” murmured the major, who was much less easy 
in mind than he pretended to be. 

He knew very well that Mademoiselle Lanoue had had no intention of 
dining in Paris, and that if she had remained there it had been against her 
'vPill. He was really beginning to believe that some misfortune had 
befallen her ; and Madame Maurevers’s sorrows troubled him much less 
than HOl^ne's mysterious absence. When the princess turned in the 
direction of V^sinet, he went towards Chatou, not with any hope of meet- 
ing Mademoiselle Lanoue on the way^ but because he had become too 
anxious and impatient to remain inactive. So he walked on, and before he 
reached the station he had ample time for reflection. The case of Mau- 
reve^s very naturally occurred to his mind, and he asked himself what 
he should do with the scoundrel after ho had informed the marquis 
that one of Madame dc Muire’s assassins was his ov/n nephqw* 
He had left Maurevers imprisoned with Golymime under the sur- 
veillance of Carcenac, but he could not leave him there long ; 
and, on the other hand, he could come to no decision until ho had 
seen Mademoiselle Lanoue. Still, if her return should be delayed even a 
single day, he would find himself compelled to decide without consulting 
her. Still this was the least of his troubles, for the thought of the risk 
she was running in Paris worried him most of all. At the station, where 
he arrived about sunset, everybody knew bim, and they made,fno objection 
to his stationing himself on the platform, though he had purchased no 
ticket. The station-master approached him to inquire ab^>ut the health 
of the inmates of tlie chateau, and soon alluded to the affair of the 1.9th of 
J nne, which had not been forgotten by any one in the neighbourliood, 
especially not by the employes of the line, as they had been indirectly 
connected with it, George took advantage of this opportunity to inquire 
al>out Maurevers, and ho was surprised to learn that the dismissal and 
subsequent disappearance of this man were already known to all the rail- 
way employes. No one doubted that he had fired the bullet that killed 
IMadame de Muire, and all expressed a wish for his speedy capture. 
Nothing was said about his wife, and the major felt satisfied that all these 
worthy fellows were ignorant of the fact that she was living in the village 
of V4sinet. They all evinced a great interest in M6d^ric de Mestras, and 
the station-master strongly censured the arrest of that young man, who, 
he said, was no more guilty of the crime than the pointsman on the 
Asuieres bridge, who had not left his post on the day of the murder. 

“ It is really too bad ! ” said the worthy man in conclusion ; “ but this 
state of things won’t last long, veiy fortunately. He will be released as 
soon as that scoundrel Maurever^ is caught.” 

* George certaiuly hoped so, and he had it in his power to hand over the 
real culprits to justice ; but just at that moment Hcl6ne was engrossing 
his every thought, especially as train after train passed without bringing 
her. After the arrival of the eight o’clock train the major became dis- 
couraged, and decided to return to the Oaks. It was dark when, ho 
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reached the villa. He had forgotten all about .dinner — his anxiety had 
deprived him of all appetite — and not caring to disturb the gloomy medi- 
tations of the Count de Muire'*he began to wander aimlessly' about the 
garden. He certainly had no ^pectatioii of meeting Marcelle there, and 
could scarcely believe his eyes when he saw her emerge from a clump^-of 
shrubbery in w'hich she and H41^ne w^ere fond of sitting on summer even- 
ings ; but. he recognised her even in the dim starlight^ and hastened 
toward her. 

“ I am so glad that you have come ! ” she exclaimed vehemently. ** I 
was just returning to the house. 1 have had a terrible fright ; and if you 
liad not come 1 should not have remained here a minute longer. 1 am no 
coward, as you know, but ” 

Why, what has happened?” inq^uired Qeoige hastily. *‘Have y6\i 
seen any one in the grove ? ” 

“ No. not in the grove.” 

“ But where, then ? Pray explain.” 

“ It happened in this way. 1 was anxious to see you, and after dining 
alone in iny own room, the idea that I might perhaps find you in the gar- 
den occurred to me, so I came down. You were not here, so I went and 
seated myself over there on that bench only a few steps from the^’ittle 
gate. that leads into the forest. The gate, you recollect, is an iron one, 
and has not been used for a long time. No one has been able to open it, 
•and my father intended to have the place walled up, but he has neglected 
to give the order.” 

Did any one attempt to climb over it? ” 

“ No ; that would be a very difficult matter. It is narrow, but it is 
also very high, and a man would find it no easy task to climb over it. ” 
i‘ What did happen, then ? ” 

“ I heard some one shaking it violently as if trying to get it open, and 
it seemed to me that I could see a dark form on the other side of the bars. 
Then I became frightened and ran away.” 

“ Without' satisfying yourself that any one was really there ? ” 

“I did not dare. A few months ago I should have gone straight to 
the gate, for it is very strong, and I should have run no risk in approach- 
ing it, but now there are times when I am utterly unable to reason 
calmly. It is nervousness, I suppose. At all events, I lost my wits com- 
pletely, and could think only of escaping from a danger which was 
perhaps purely imaginary. Still I am none the less glad to have met you, 
if only to ask your advice.” 

“ My advice? ” 

. “Yes. Ought I to tell my father^or the servants ? ” 

“ That is hardly necessary it seems to me, now I am here. Will you 
wait here a moment while I go and reconnoitre ? ” 

“ Take care. What if it should be a thief ? ” 

“ 111 that case he would take himself off at my approach, you may rest 
assured of that. Besides, even if he should show fight, you need not be 
alarmed, for I have a pistol in m;^po6ket. But ltlo thief would think of 
coming at this hour while everybody is up and moving about. Still it 
would be well to know who the rascal i% so remain here. Don’t stir ; I 
will be back in a moment.” 

Marcelle was anxious to have the mystery solved, so she made no 
farther attempt to detain the major. The moon had not yet risen ; but it 
was a cloudless night, and in the bright star-light objects could be 
distinguished at some little distance, so as George approached the gate he 
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- ddiild sec that there was ik> one there. He concluded, therefore, that* 
Marcelle must have been mistaken ; but ^to satisfy himself he went close, 
up to the gate and peered through the bars into the road beyond. On the 
other side of the road was a dense forest, and as the major could see no 
*onvj*in the road, the person who was prowling about might have taken 
refuge there. He fancied that he could hear cautious footsteps not far off ; 
but the sound ceased almost instantly, and he thought his ears must have 
deceived him. After a long and careful survey ho became convinced that 
there was no one there, and returned to Mademoiselle de Muire, who was 
waiting for him in the same place. 

“The man you saw must have been some passer-by who paused a 
moment to look in at the lighted windows, and then quietly continued on 
ms way,** the major remarked on joining her. “ He must be some dis- 
tance off already. ” 

“ A passer-by would hardly have shaken the gate,** remarked Marcelle. 

“ He might have done so unintentionally. Still, however that may 
be, there is certainly no cause for alarm ; though if it would make you 
feel any easier, when we return to the house we will tell the gardener and 
the fB?StTTian to keep a sharp look-out for tramps, so that if any one should 
takc^ft into his head to climb over the gate he will meet with a wailn 
reception.’* * ^ 

“ You are right of course. What cowards solitude makes of us.” said 
the young girl sadly. “ 1 shall have to accustom myselr' to it though, as 
it seems likely to be my fate. My father has not addressed a word to me 
to-day. 1 did not see you, as you did not return in time for dinner ; and 
to crown my misfortunes, H4h''ne went to Paris this morning. t>ho has 
not returned, and her absence is beginning to alarm me.” 

It alarmed the major even more, but he took good care to conceal his 
anxiety from Mademoiselle dc Muire. In fact he did his best to reassure 
her, and to excuse Mademoiselle Laneue, whom Marccile evidently 
blamed in her secret heart. 

“ She went up to town in the same train that I did,” he*remarked. 

“Yes, by one of the early trains, and without saying a word te me,** 
replied Marcelle ; “ and I must admit that 1 feel a little incensed at her 
for her abrupt departure.” 

“ You sliould excuse it. She was summoned to Paris by an old school- 
fellow whom she had not seen for a long time, and who wrote notifying 
Helene of her arrival and speedy departure ** 

“ It must be Juliette Vedrine ! ’’ exclaimed the young girl. 

“I don’t know about that. Mademoiselle Laiioue did not mention her 
name.” • 

“ She is governess to the Countess Borisofs children,” 

“ I think so. The lady is a Russian, is she not ? ’* 

“ Yes ; and Juliette V«^drine went to school with I know her. 

She called at the house frccfuently two years ago. 1 never liked her ; and 
I am surprised that my dear Helene, who is so different from her in every 
way, should be so anxious to see her.” 

“Possibly it was because yon don’t fancy this governess that 
^Mademoiselle Lniiouo left this norning without informing you. But may 
1 ask you why you di.slike Mademoiselle V^f^lrine so much ? ** 

“ I can hardly explain my aversion. Probably it was instinctive ^ther 
than reasonable, but it always seemed to me that she would be 
adviser for H416ne.” 

This explanation waa not calculated to reassure George Roland, but ho 
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'did not dare to pursue the investigation any further, and he was about to 
change the subject, when Marcelle added : “ But Helene has not returned ! 
'Where can she be ? She is acc^itaintod with no one in Paris ; I am afraid 
that she must have met with an accident.” 

Tihe major did not know what to say in reply. 

“Misfortunes certainly could not come as thick and fast as all that,’* 
he finally managed to stammer with a forced laugh, “ Everything will bo 
satisfactorily explained to-morrow, I am sure.” 

Then, after a slight pause, he added : “ I feel convinced, on the contrary, 

. that God has at last taken pity on us, for I can now assure you that 
M6d6ric will soon be restored to us.” 

. “You gave me that assurance last night,” replied Marcelle sadly, “but 
you did not state your grounds for this belief. ” « 

“ Mademoiselle Lanoue came in just as I was about to explain, and all 
the rest of the evening your father changed the subject whenever I tried 
to speak of your marriage or of mine,” 

“ I don’t think that he disapproves of yours,” replied Marcelle ; “but 
you will marry Hcl6ne whether or no, as you can dispense with his approval ; 
but I shall never marry M6d6ric, for my father will never give his consent.” 

• “He will when I prove to him that M^d^ric has been the innpeent 
^ victim of a judicial error, M<^ddric will soon be set at liberty. Yesterday 
I could only hope it, now I am sure of what I say, and I can tell you why. 
The real culprita are in my power, and I can deliver them up to justice at 
any moment,” 

“What arc you waiting for ?” 

“ It will be done to-morrow ; that is unless ” 

The major did not finish the sentence, for Marcelle suddenly clutched 
his arm. He understood the full significance of this sudden pressure, and 
hastily turned his head. They were still standing in the path, and Marcelle 
was facing tl e gate, which was rf>nly about twenty yards from tliem. 

“ The man has come back,” she whispered. 

“ 1 sec hiniy” replied George, “and I must find out what he is after. 
If I go toward him he will disappear again. But I know a way to catch 
him. Let us walk toward the house. When we reach the terrace, you 
must sit down on the bench which commands a view of the gate ; 
I will run across the court-yard, and round the outside of the garden 
and catch the rascal in the act of playing the spy — for he is certainly 
playing the spy — since he sees us, and yet remains there. No thief 
would act in this way, and 1 am anxious to know the meaning of these 
mameuvres. ” 

“ Let me go with you.” 

“ No, you would only be in my way. By remaining here you will not 
only be out of danger, but able to keep an eye on this suspicious indi- 
vidual, while I make the circuit of the garden wall. He will have no idea 
that 1 am stealing a march on him, uiitil I collar him, pistol in hand. He 
will offer no resistance, I assure you. Besides, I begin to think that it is 
not an enemy, and who knows, he may, perhaps, have come to bring us 
news of the absent one ? ” 

“If 1 could believe that ” ^ 

“You will soon know what to think. Here is the bench. Take a seat 
on it, and wait for me.” 

One is always strongly inclined to believe what one wishes to, and the 
theory advanced by George Roland quite reconciled Mademoiselle de 
Muire to his departure, so he left her aRor a pai'ting glance in the direc- 
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' tion of the gate where the man was still standing. The major traversed 
the archway leading from the garden to .the front court-yard, where he • 
met the coachman and footman, smoking tlieir pipes in the cool evening 
^ air. ^ He was not sorry to see them there, for in his secret heart he was hy 
ho means convinced of the truth of his assurance to Marcelle, and he nuglit 
have need of the servants’ assistance. He did not wish to ask their aid 
unless he was positively obliged to do so, however ; for he thought that 
Mademoiselle Lanoue might have sent a messenger to the Oaks, with- 
orders to communicate with himself without the knowledge of any of tlie 
other inmates of the villa. Since the strango events that had marked the 
day just spent in Paris, George Roland was prepared for anything except 
)^hat was about to happen. Then, too, he had taken all needful precau- 
tions in case he should find himself in the presence of a reckless tramp, for 
he had satisfied himself that his pistol was loaded and in perfect order. It 
was his intention to dart upon the man, collar him before he had time to 
offer any resistance, and compel him to state his business. 

The garden was much longer than it was broad, and the gate at which 
tlie mysterious visitor was standing was only a short distance from the 
side wall, along the base of which the major was stealthily creeping ; for 
instc^Ld of taking the macadamised road, he had stolen along the strip of 
grass that bordered it oh one sicleT He reached the corner without making 
any sound that would betray his approach, then he paused to listen, and 
it seemed to him that he could hear some one shaking the gate. It was 
time to interfere, and George darted forward, but, unfortunately, just as 
he turned the corner he stopped upon a pi bble, and stumbled. Hearing 
the sound, the man turned and oavSt a hurried glance in the direction from 
whicJi it proceeded ; then, letting go his hold upon the bars, he lied as 
swiftly as his legs would carry him. This did not suit the major, who was 
anxious to question the intruder, and who felt strongly tempted to send a 
bullet after him to stay his flight. He had*, however, the prcs'eiice of mind 
to recollect that the report of a pistol w^ould bring all the inmates of the 
villa to the spot ; so, instead of firing, he gave chase to the* fugitive, who 
w^as only a short distance ahead of him. Though the man W'as unusually 
agile in his movements, the major w^as endowed with an extra- 
ordinary amount of en^p^rance, and felt confident that the fugitive 
would tire before he aul. This would probably have been the 
case if the chase had been through an open country ; but the 
road soon began to wind in and out the forest, and it ha^l scarcely 
begun to do so when the man disappeared from sight. He had 
evidently taken refuge in the woods, but he could not be far (df, for 
George, who had been close upon fiis heels a moment before, could rlo 
longer hear the sound of the fugitive’s. It was probable, therefore, that 
lie had concealed himself behind the trunk of a tree, or in a clump of tail 
shrubs, and that he intended to emerge and retrace his steps as ftoon as 
the enemy had passed. But the major was prepared for tliis trick, and 
instead of hastening on, stopped short on the edge of the woods, cocked 
his pistol, and called out loudly: “I know where you are. If you 
attempt to run I’ll fire ; but if you’ll come out I won’t harm you.” 

* There was no response to thi^ appeal, however, save a sUtfht rustling ' 
in the bushes that surrounded the base of a tall oak, and /the major 
levelled his pistol at this spot. It required some courage to atafid there as 
a target, for the fugitive might be armed, and it would be all the more 
easy for him to fire with deadly effect from the fact that the moon had 
just risen above a few light clouds that fringed the eastern horizon, and 
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its pale light now fell obliquely on George Roland’s face. But thie major 
•was determined to solve the i)tystery, and he never even thought of the 
danger to which he was exposing himself. After a long silence a voice 
that made him start violently, replied : “ Don’t lire ! I am coming.” ^ 

Almost at the same instant a human form rose from out the bushes, a 
few steps further on, and rushed towards tho rnajhr, **^ving its arm;:, 
wildly in the air, Mdiile a joyful voice cried : “Ah, major, if I had only 
•known it was you ! ” 

This time George Roland recognised the voice, and, starting back in 
astonishment, he exclaimed : “What I yon have made your escape, and .m 
the very day before you were to be released. Unfortunate youth that youare !*' 

“ But I have been released.” ♦ 

“What?” 

“ I am telling you the plain truth. The investigating magistrate sent 
to me about two o’clock, and announced that 1 was identified yesterday 
while in the prison court-yard by a worthy man who travelled in the same 
compartment wdth me from Chatou to V^sinet on the afternoon of the 
]9t]i of Juno. The magistrate went on to say that I was about to be con- 
fronted by this man, for ho had been summoned to Versailles, and when I 
was ushered into his presence T positively threw my arms around his neck 
and hugged liini. The identification was complete. 1 had to sign a final 
deposition, and at six o’<dook the prison doors were thrown open for me, 
and I departed without asking any more (piestions. I had but one desire 
--to see you and Marctdlc aL^ain. I left Versailles at seven o’clock. At 
eight I was in Paris. There w'as nothing to kee}> me there, for 1 knew 
that you w’cre all at tlie Oaks, so 1 didn’t even leave the railway station, 
but took the thirty-five minutes past eight train from Vesinet. 1 did i»ot 
want to get out at Chatou, because the people at the station would ’nau^ 
been sure to^recognise me and ply me with questions, wliilst at V(!'‘sinet roy 
arrival would excite no remark.” 

“ lean sca^rcely wonder at your desire to pjeservo your incognito, but 
why (lid not you pres(mt yourself openly at the villa ? ” 

“Because I did not know how I should be received. You must recol- 
lect that I have been kept in H<jlitafy eonfinenient for three weeks, s(i I am 
ignorant of all tliat has occurred since my arrest. I have not forgotten 
how Monsieur dc Muire treated me in the presence of the officer who 
came to arrest me on the day of Madame de Muire ’s funeral. Re believed 
me guilty then, and 1 have no reason to suppose that he has altered his 
opinion. ” 

“ llt^ will alter it if he has not done so already,” replied the major, 
evasively. “You acted wdsely, perhaps, in not dropping in upon him un- 
expecteclly this evening, but what was there to prevent your asking for me? 
You must know that 1 have never ceased to be your friend.” 

“ Oh, yes, 1 know that. The good man who identified me told me what 
a valiant defender I had in you. It is to you that I owe my release, and 
it was you, above all others, that I came to the Oaks to see. But I did 
not dare to speak to any of the servants ; I was afraid that they would in- 
form the Count de Muire.” 

“So you tried poking your nose thrmigh the bars of the gate at which 
I caught you. A great idea that ! What the deuce did you hope to ac- 
complish by that manoeuvre ? ” 

“ 1 hoped that you would come down iuto the garden to have a smoke, 
as you are in the habit of doing, and if I had recognized you I should have 
called YOU.” 
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. • Ai(ci at first you saw no one buu acellc. A nice scare you gave her!- 

But yon niuxt have seen me a few moments afbirwartrsl'** 

I VMk you for somebody else. It wa& so dark.*’ 

w’hom, pray? You certainly coulo not have mistaken me for 
• Maixiolb/s father. ' 

“No, but Monsieur de Liscoat is about your si^e, nrd (Jolyniine too, 
mJ l)eing in doubt 

*' r>e Liscoat liasift set foot here since Madame de Muin 's dt. t-h. As 

h : tioJyinine But this is no time to discuss those ix'oj'le. Why did' 

you I'Miain when you perceived that Alarcelle was not alone V 

“1 flattered myself that she would suspect who it was that was watch- 
iiig lier through the bars; that she would return to the house wdi ii iiei i om- 
|#tnion, leave him there, and then come back to tlie garden. 'Dc.iJ, of 
course, 1 should have called her.’' 

“Yon were playing a dangerous game; for I thought of sending v 
bullet tlirough you, but fortunately I did not fire.” 

And 1 recognised your voice after I hid amongst the trees, and so 
came out.” 

“It was time. Well, here you are at last! You certainly can boast 
of lu^vdng caused me some sleepless nights during the past moutli. l>ut 
L bear you no ill-will on tliat account. Come to my aiius, you yjoung 
rascal ! ” 

Medt'ric instantly acce}>ted the major’s invitation, foi it would bo bard 
to say which of the two men was the most dee))ly moved. But even tiie 
transports of friendship cannot calm the anxiety of a lover, and Mederic 
took adsantage of the embrace to ask : “'lell me, I beg of you, does Mar- 
cello still love me ? ” 

“ Marcelle is a brave girl,” replied the major, “and her feelings have 
not changed. She loves you even more devotedly than iu days gone by. * 

“ Now 1 can breathe again,” ciied Mcilcric. “ i coidd wot exist any 
longer without news of her. I was toi lured by a thousaiul uoubls and fears. 
You cannot imagine how^ much I have .siillcrcil.'* I 

“She has suflered as much as you i»ave - more, per]ja])B — for yon sufrered 
only from loneliness, being sustained b^ a knowledge of your innoctnee, 
wJiicli would surely Ix' established sooner (»r later. Marcellt? lias never 
(uice doui't« <l it, l»ut she saw' that her father did, and she has sjiowu a 
strength of ciiaracter rare indeed in a girl of her age.” 

‘ ‘ Can I see her ? ” 

' Of com so you can see her, but you had better not enter the villa this 

e> •eb-.g, ” 

1 uiMbu’staud. Her father is th»re ” ^ . 

“ Ami he i/:i>t be i>reparcd to receive you before you are ushered into 
his pr(‘sc‘iK;e. Ho is strongly prejudiced against you; but I am sure that 
he wdl get oviu' if. in a few days.” 

“ But you left Marcello in the garden, did you not?” 

“Yes, and she must be anxiously awaiting my return. She little 
suspects that you arc here, and if you should appear before her suddenly, 
the shock might be too great.” 

“ What ! would you have me^o away without seeing her ! ” 

“ No ; come wdth me.” 

They were talking near a turn in the road, about two hundred yards 
from the gaideii, ami as Ihe major spoke, he took Med^ric’s arm and led 
him back the same way they came. 

“ I am going to tell her that you are here,” said George, “ and I think 
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'I shall have no trouble in persuading her to come, to the ^ate, where ytn 
.can talk to her through the bars ; but that must be all this time.** 

“ That will be enough to make me the happiest of men, and it is to you 
that I shall be indebted for this happiness.” 

‘‘ Don’t thank me, but promise to obey me in everything until I succeed- 
ill getting you married. There is a great deal to be done before that daj^ 
comes, I assure you. In the meantime, after the interview I am going to 
.obtain for you, you must accompany me to Paris. I will explain my 
reasons presently.” 

“ I will do whatever you wish. I am sure I have no desire to leave you, 

I have a host of things to say to you,’* 

And so have 1 to you. Now you must station yourself close to the 
wall, near the gate, and remain there until I bring Marcelle down to tho 
gate. When I call you may come, not before.” 

** I understand.” 

“And 1 warn you that I intend to be present at the interview.” 

“ I am sure I have no objections, major. You know very well that 
Marcelle and I have no secrets from you.** 

They walked briskly on, and were only about twenty yards from the 
gate when M^d^ric exclaimed : “There she is now ! I see her.” 

• A* slight form was indeed distinctly visible behind the bars, upon which 
the moonlight was now falling. 

“Her anxiety would not allow her to remain where I left her,” re- 
marked the major. “It is all for the best, however, as I shall not be 
obliged to return to the house.** 

Then, seeing his companion make a sudden movement as if with the 
intention of rushing to the gate, he added ; “ No ; you must remain here, 
and give me time to warn her. Don’t presume to move without my }»er- 
mission. When the right time comes 1 will call you, ” 

The j-over^ubmitted, and th« major walked rapidly towards the young 
girl, who recognised him and greeted him witli the words : “ Here you 
are at last, tlulnk Heaven 1 I have been in a perfect agony of fear ever 
since I saw you give chase to the man.’* 

“ I caught him ! ” replied George, gaily. 

“ And he is standing there in the road" 8o he is not an enemy after 
.all?” 

“ Quite the contrary.” 

“Then why doesn’t he approach if his intentions are friendly? ” 

“ Because he dares not. It is so long since he saw you.’* 

“Of whom are you speaking?” asked Marcelle, in a voice that 
trembled with emotion. 

“ Can’t you guess ? ” 

“ MtVltSric ? But no, that is impossible ! ” 

“ I was as much surprised as you are, when I recognised him. It was 
quite time for him to reveal his identity, for I was on the point of firing 
at him. ” 

“ So he has escaped ? ” 

“ No ; the magistrate released him, and the poor fellow was no sooner 

• out 'of prison than he hastened here. Wiil you see him ? ** 

“Will I see him? Call him— but no, 1 had better go I'ound through 
the court- yard and join him.” 

“No, no, don’t do that. The servants are there, and your father 
might come down. Mt^ddric only asks to speak to you through the bars, 
and— see, here he comes.” 
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Tlie ’major had hastened matters. Diplomacy was not his forte , and 
mfitead of gradually preparing the young girl for the news, he haTBlurted • 
it out, after all. Marcelie pressed her face close against the bars, and 
,Me(i6ric printed an ardent kiss upon her brow, George Roland did not 
interrupt the transports of the lovers, nor hinder the interchange of the 
incoherent words that seemed to be so fraught with eloquence to them ; 
but when they began to discuss the situation, he said, gently : “My 
dear Marcelie, our friend is restored to us, and he shall not leave us again,* 
J promise you ; so you. will have plenty of time to talk over the past and 
future by-and-by, and if you will take my advice, you will make this first 
interview a short one. I must take M^d^ric back to Paris. I shall spend 
4ihe night there ; and to-morrow 1 shall see your father and do my best to 
convince him that he owes the man he has so misjudged some reparation. 
This reparation must be his consent to your marriage. But you must 
allow me to bo guided entirely by my own judgment in the matter ; that 
is to say, you must allow me to act as 1 see fit, and choose the time that 1 
consider most favourable.” 

“ We leave everything to you,” exclaimed Mademoiselle de Muire ; 
“ and now, do not let me detain you another minute. I only ask permis- 
sion tell Helene the good news. 8he will soon return, aud sh<3 will bo 
very sorry to find that she has missed seeing you.” ' 

“ Yes ; you will probably see her before 1 do,” replied George ; “ and, 
if you do, ask her not to leave the villa until she has seen me, for I must 
have a talk with her. She will understand why.” 

“Marcelie!” cried a %"oice from the other end of the garden. 
“ Marcelie, where are you ? ” 

“It is your father,” whispered the major. “He is on the balcony. 
He will come down into the garden. He must not see uk. Hurry back 
to the house, and not a word to him about what has hapjjened. If ho 
inquires for me, tell iiini that I have returned to Paris. We will see you 
again to-morrow. Come, Mijderic.” ^ 

The lovers realised the necessity of obeying the friend who was interest- 
ing himself in their behalf, so Marcelie hastened to the house, and 
M(^dt*rio followed his old friend, who remarked; “ Let us av'Did passing the 
court yard by going to Vesiiiet to take the train. That will be the safest 
way. ” 

iJis companion agreed with him; and turning, thej^ walked swiftly and 
silently in the direction of the village mentioned. Mederic, rejoicing onec 
more in the knowledge that he was loved could think of nothing hut the 
short, though blissful, interview wh^ch had just been interrupted }>y the 
voice of the Count de Muire ; but the major was engrossed with thoughts 
of the morrow which seemed likely to prove such an eventful one. Wliat- 
ever might have become of Mademoiselle Lanoue, it would bo absolutely 
necessary to come to some decision respecting the prisoners Carcenac was 
guarding, and George was utterly at a loss as to what it would be best to 
do with Golymine and Maurevers. When he imprisoned them both in a 
dark closet in Monsieur de Muire’s town-house, it had been with the firm 
intention of delivering them up to justice; but now that Mederic 
Was free, he was hardly williifg to resort to such extreme measures. 
He said to himself that, instead of deeply grieving Mademoiselle 
Lanoue, and braving the scandal of a trial before the Assize (k)urt 
it would be better to get the two scoundrels out of the country, after pre- 
v^enting all danger of a return by extorting a Avi*itten confession of tlieir 
them. It "was not necessary to have them convicted in order 
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to prove M^derio*8 innocence now, for the investigating magistrate, oofi- 
vinced of the truth of Monsieur. Fostel’s testimony, had inst admitted the 
existence of an incontestible alihL Consequently, the situation had 
undergone a complete change, and George Roland was becoming more 
and ' more convinced that the conviction of the real culprits would be 
attended by more disadvantages than advantages. The progress of the 
two friends was rapid, and the lights of the little station of V^sinet had 
■become visible, wlmn M6deric said in a low tone, and without pausing ; 
“ I think some one is following us.** 

The major glanced behind him, and seeing no* one, replied ; “ You 
must be mistaken. ** 

“No ; I am sure that some one is walking along the edge of the forest. 
1 have heard the dead branches crack repeatedly. 1 heard the sound hric 
near the place where I concealed myself.** 

“ But who the deuce would follow us ?*’ 

“I haven’t the slightest idea, but I know that my ears have not 
deceived me. At first the sound came from a long wf*y behind us ; then 
it gradually came nearer, and for sometime it has been keeping pace with 
us. You do not hear it now, because the person who makes it is in 
advance of us.’* ^ 

“’But in that case he cannot be following us,*’ laughed the major, who 
attached no importance to the discovery. 

M(fHi(?ric said no more, and about ten minutes later they reached the 
station. During their walk the wind had risen and the sky had become 
overcast. The w'eather had suddenly gi’own threatening, and in the 
waiting-room there was only a single man, seated upon a bench, a man 
whom M(!^deric began to scrutinise with great attention. There w’aa 
nothing remarkable about him, however. He was of middle age, neither 
handsomely nor shaVibily dressed, neitlier tall nor short, and the possessor 
of a rather insignificant face. ‘ In fact, he looked very like a clerk, or a 
dweller in si.,burban I’aris, and seemed to havie just seated himself to 
await the arrival of the train. Between his knees he held a stout cane, 
and h*e had just lighted a penny cigar. 

“ What are you staring at that man for !” inquired the major. “Do 
you know him ? *’ 

“ No,” replied Mederic ; “ but 1 think it was he who was following us 
through the wood just now.” 

“ You are dreaming. No one was following us. The sound you heard 
was the wind sighing in the branches. You must have noticed that a 
storm is coming on.” 

■. “ I may be mistaken in asserting* that this man follow’ed us ; but I am 
at least certain of one thing. It is that this man left the train at the 
same station when I did, three-quarters of an hour ago. He left Paris in 
the same train that brought me here.” 

“ What of it ? I see nothing very extraordinary about that.’" 

“But I am surprised to find him here at the very moment of our 
arrival, When any one comes to Vesinet at night, it is not usually to 
spend an hour. Persons generally remain here until the next day, or, at 
least, until the departure of the last traih.” , 

“ Your reasoning is certainly very remarkable. If you bestow so much 
attention upon every stranger you meet, you certainly will have plenty to 
occupy you. This man doesn’t seem to be troubling himself in the least 
about us, and what possible object could he .have hatl in following ns ? ” 

“ You aro right, undoubtedly. But I scent danger everywhere now, 
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SWll, yqu can hardly wonder at it. I have just spent three weeks in, 
prison, and my brain has’ become a little muddled. ’* 

“The booking-office has opened,” interrupted the major. “ I will go 
and get the tickets, for I suppose you have no money about you.” 

“*¥68, I have. The fact that 1 paid my fare from Versailles here is 
sufficient proof of that. Before he opened the prison-doors for nie,*tho 
chief jailer returned me twelve louis that happened to be in my pocjtet at 
the time of my arrest.” 

George Roland had already started for the booking-office to purchase- 
two fiist-claes tickets. . The stranger, who followed him closely, took a 
second-class ticket. In a few minutes, the whistle of a locomotive was 
heard, the doors of the waiting-room were opened, and the occupants 
Stepped out on to the platform. When the train arrived, Med6ric saw the 
mysterious individual get into a second-class carriage. 

“I certainly misjudged him,” he thought. “The poor devil is not 
troubling himself about us.” 

Four persons were already installed in tlie compartment which our 
friends entered, and M4d4ric could not resume the discussion of his affairs 
in the presence of strangers. The two friends exchanged glances when the 
trair^passed the spot where the countess was killed, but that was all. On 
their arrival at Paris, M^d^ric wished to go straight to his rooms in the 
Place Pigalle, but the major was anxious to first pay a visit to Madame^ 
Muire’s town house, in order to ascertain how his prisoners wore behaving ; 
BO the two walked up the Rue d’Amsterdam together, without noticing 
that the rain was beginning to fall. When tliey reached the corner of the 
Biie de Loiidrea, George stopped and said : “I must leave you now for an 
hour or two, but I will come and spend the rest of the night with you. 
You have a bed at my disposal, have you not? ” 

“ Yes, certainly; that is, unless the authorities sold my furniture by 
auction whilst I was enjoying the hospitality they so generously accorded 
me at Versailles.” * * 

“ It is a comfort to me to see that you have the heart toljeat after your 
late experience.” * 

“ I was in no jdsting mood when I got out of the train at Vt'isinet, I 
assure you ; but since 1 have seen Marctdle, 1 am so happy that I have for- 
gotten all iny troubles. They are ended now. I trust ” 

“ Look down there, under the archways at the entrance to the Passage 
Tivoli,’' interrupted the major. 

]VLul6ric glanced in the direction indicated. 

“ Why, there is my man ! ” he exclaimed. “ He is pretending to light 
a cigar ; but he is furtively watchiyg us. I am certain now that h^ is ' 
shadowing us.” 

“ I begin to think so myself, though I am sure I can’t imagine hia 
object.” 

“ Nor can I. The police shadow people before they arrest them ; but 
they don’t shadow a prisoner who has just been released.” 

“ I think I understand the .situation now. You were only released so 
that the police might keep a watch on you.” * 

** It would have been much easier to keep me in prison, it seems to me.” 

“ Y^es; but the investigating Magistrate w'ould have known no more'than’ 
he knows now. He saw that he would not succeed in extorting any more 
information from you, but he had not learned all he wished to know. On 
the other hand he could not detain you indefinitely, especially after 
Monsieur Pogtel’s deposition, That woi*tby man’s testimony proved that 
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the fatal shot wasi not fired by you. But a suspicion that you might liafe 
been an accomplice still rankled in the mind of the magistrate, and 
he said to himself : * I have blit one means of satisfjdng my doubts. I 
will set this young man at liberty. He will think himself safe, and he 
will not hesitate to frequent the society of his friends and acquaintances. 
I'hc superintendent of police shall detail one of his cleverest detectives to 
watch him. This detective will render a daily report, and I shall know 
what my prisoner does every hour of the day. I shall know whom he 
sees ; and if he bribed any one to kill Madame de Muii^, I shall soon lay 
ray hand upon his accomplice, for they will be snre to meet.’ ” 

that case the spy must know that I have seen you and 
Mademoiselle de Muire already.’* 

“ Unquestionably. You cannot expect to take a single step now with*- 
out having a detective at your heels.” 

** He will have his labour for his pains, that is all.’* 

“That is true. Still I would advise you to go out as little as possible 
until you have received further instructions from me. 1 am aoout to 
deliver up the real culprits.” 

“You know them.” 

“ Yes ; hut just at the present moment my hands are tied. fThis 
• state -of things will not last much longer, however, I can say no more 
just now, except to beg you to remain a prisoner in your own rooms for 
awhile.” 

“ That will be no easy matter, after being deprived of exercise in the 
open air so long. Still, as you insist, I must bo content to inhale the fresh 
air from my window, though I hope you will often drop in to tell me bow 
affairs are progressing. ” 

You need have no anxiety on that score ; besides, I have decided not 
to leave you after all. I have changed my mind, and now think that I 
will accompai.y you home and remain with you until to-morrow morning. 
1 am anxious tp watch this man’s manceuvres. Let us walk on.” 

They did scV.; but they had scarcely crossed the Rue de Londres when 
they perceived that the mysterious stranger had left the shelter of the 
arcade and was still following them. This fact was the more significant 
as it was now raining hard, and as the man had neither an overcoat nor 
umbrella to protect him from the inclemency of the weather. The major 
and his companion were no better oft’, though they cared very little about 
getting wet provided they speedily reached the Place Pigalle ; but their 
pursuer must be acting in obedience to orders to thus brave the storm. 
As they walked on at tlie same brisk pace and chose the shortest route, 
they soon reached their destination. ••Med^ric experienced a very natural 
pleasure upon again beholding the house in which he had lived for several 
years. The porter uttered a loud exclamation of surprise on beholding 
him, and was rather inclined to take him cither for a ghost or a fugitive 
from justice ; but M6ddric soon corrected the mistake, and, taking his 
candle and key, tranquilly made his way up to his rooms on the fourth 
floor, followed by George Roland, who found the stairs rather steep for his 
less active limbs. M6dcric had the satisfaction of finding his rooms exactly 
as he had left them. Everything wjw iq perfect order, and not an orna- 
ment was missing. The very first thing that the major did was to open a ’ 
window and look out upon the square. He had considerable difiiculty in 
discerning the spy, but he finally discovered him seated at the window of 
the nearest cafe, and pomtingt4iim out to M^d(^Tic, he asked ; “At what 
hour do the restaurants close in this part of the town ? ” 
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“ At half -past one o’plock. They will turn the rascal out then, and a 
fine time he will have of it if this rain oontinues,’* replied M<^d<^ric, rub- 
bing his hands complacently. * 

“ Let us hope that he will go home e^d go to bed. I am going myself, 
•and I would advise you to do the samei You must be tired, and I juust 
prepare for to-morrow. It will be tlKydecisive day.’* 

Mdd^ric wduld have preferred to f^alk, but it was evident that nothing 
more could be got out of the major, 6o he gave up his own bedroom to his 
friend and took possession of a snlml camp-bod in' the studio, where he 
tossed restlessly to and fro,, while /George Roland in the adjoining room 
snored as heavily as the great Cond6 on the eve of the battle of Rocroy. 


xxn. 

As soon as Carcenao had left her, Hdl^ne Lanoue knelt and thanked God 
for saving her from the greatest peril to which she had ever been exposed. 
She prayed, too, long and earnestly for those she loved, and even for her 
brother, the scoundrel who had so blighted her life and endangered her 
futiwe. She believed him out of harm’s roach now, and did not regret 
having "warned him, for she felt sure that the escape of the real culpritj, 
would not prevent the major from proving M<^*deric’s innocence. She also 
congratulated herself upon having conceived the idea of taking refuge in 
that house. Carcenac could testify that she had arrived there about mid- 
night, and in ease she should be called upon to explain why she had pre- 
sented herself there at that late hour, and in such a deplorable plight, she 
could appeal to Pierre Dax, who had avowed his willingness to testify to 
her escape by the window from the house in which De Liscoat had im- 
prisoned her. She was now safe in her own room—in the room which she 
hail oiicupied for six years, and in whi^h she had lelt bpth linen and 
clothing when she removed to the Oaks in the early part yf the summer. 
She could consequejitly proceed to make the change of clolping which was 
indispensable, for she was covered witli mud and drenched to the skin ; 
but after doing so she dressed again instead of g‘>ing to bed, for she wished 
to leave as early in the morning as possible. When her' toilet was com- 
pleted she threw herself upon the bed, where she soon fell into a ilozc, 
though she had slept several hours in the house into which Juliette Vedi inC 
had enticed her. 

The sun rises early in July ; and when she opened her eyes it was broad 
daylight. There was a clock in the room, and it was going, thanks to 
Carcenac, to whom the winding-up#of all the time-pieces in the house had 
been entrusted in the master’s absence. Hdl6ne saw that it was five 
o’clock. She knew that the first train forChatou »iid not leave Paris until 
twenty minutes past seven, consequently she had plenty of time at her 
disposal, but she did not care to remain in bod any longer, and finally 
decided to go down stairs and have a chat with Carcenac. In fact, it was 
very necessary that she should have a conversation with him before her 
departure, if only to ascertain what had called the major to the house the 
day before, and whether he vvo^ld be likely to return there that morning. 
Feeling a longing for the fresh morning air, she went to the window to 
open it. This window overlooked the garden, and as she glanced out 
rceived Carcenac slowly pacing up and down a path that skirted 
the Thv measured ^tep^ with which he advanced to the end ot it, 

and thviii returned, maac him appear very much like a so/dier uu sentry, 
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and to complete the resemblance he carried upon one shoulder an anfay 
rifle, a Chassepot that he must have picked up on some battleflehJ during 
the war of 1870. H416ne knew that the old trooper was a vigilant 
guardian of the property entrusted to his charge, but she Was surprised to 
see him armed in this way. Had he been ordered to prevent the possible 
escape of some prisoner? It certainly seemed so — but what prisoner? 
Mademoiselle Lanoue could not imagine. She resolved to satisfy 
herself on this point, however, and hastening down the little staircase 
leading directly to the garden, had hardly set foot on the gravel walk 
before she found herself face to face with Carcenac.* He appeared slightly 
annoyed at the meeting, but instantly raised his cap and politely inquired 
how she had passed the night. 

‘‘ Very comfortably,” she replied. “ But what are you doing here witii 
that gun ? ” 

“My duty, mademoiselle. I am the porter, and as there is no one but 
me in tne house, my turn to mount guard comes every day.” 

“ And every night, it seems to me. I woke you at midnight, and I 
find you up at sunrise.” 

“ I didn’t go to bed at all last night. The major told me not to.” 

“ Major Roland ? You have seen him, then ? ” •* 

‘V Yes, mademoiselle. He was here yesterday morning. I sent for him.” 

“ I know it. We came/up to Paris by the same train. Did he remain 
here long ? ” 

“ About two hours. He then returned to Chatou. When he left he 
told me that if he did not return last night he would certainly be here to- 
day.” 

“This morning, perhaps.” 

“ Probably. I promised him that he should find me at jny post, and I 
am, as you sec, mademoiselle.” 

This anno’incenient of George Roland’s speedy return changed Made- 
moiselle Lanove’s plans. If she returned to Uhatou by the morning train 
she was more |iiau likely to pass the person she wished to see on the road, 
so it would be better for her to wait for him in the house. 

“ In that case, I will remain here until he arrives,” she remarked. 

“ As you please, mademoiselle,” replied Carcenac, laconically. 

He turned to resume his promenade, but she checked him by saying : 
“ Wliat is going on here ? ” 

“Why — nothing, mademoiselle ” 

“ Why did you telegraph for Monsieur Roland ?” 

“Didn't he tell you ? ” 

.“lam sure he would have told me^if I had asked him.” 

“ Ah ! well, then ask him when he comes, mademoiselle, and he will 
tell you.” 

H^d^^ne saw that she would not be able to extort any information from 
the obstinate old trooper, so she did not insist, but she had not abandoned 
all hope of ascertaining what he refused to tell her. 

“ You are right,” she said, smiling. “ I had better apply to Monsieur 
Roland. I will now walk about the garden a little and then go back to 
my own room. Don't forget to inform ni^of the major’s arrival.” 

“ I will not fail to do so, mademoiselle. I will tell him that you are 
upstairs, and that you wish to see him.” 

“ That is all I ask.” 

As she uttered these words, Helene turned away and began to walk 
slowly up and down the paths, which were still wet with dew. The 
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. Waft much smaller, aiid not nearly so well shaded as that at the 

villa, for in the heart of Paris trees grow ninch more slowly than in the 
country, and the house had been only buil£ about twenty years. Still, t)ne 
could occasionally find a shelter from the sun behind the clumps of 
•shrubbery that had been planted near the walks. The young girl rinally 
seated herself on a beiicli in the shade of a large bush where she could 
watch the movements of the porter, who never wandered far from a certain 
window in the ground floor, the blinds of which stood open. 

“ That is the window of his own room,” Helene said to herself, “ He 
must ha^ e shut some one up there and is now keeping guard over thorn. 
A strange place he has chosen ! though, unless he had taken the cellar for’ 
a prison, he could hardly have selected a better place, for there is a laige 
iJ&.rk closet opening out of his room. There is but one other door in the 
room — the door opening into the hall at the foot of the main staircase. 
That door is probably locked ; if it were not I could slip into his room 
without his seeing me and find out what is going on. At all events it will 
do no harm to try.” 

Impelled by a curiosity which was certainly not unpardonable under 
the circumstances, mademoiselle rose and resumed her promenade, but 
finally returned to the starting point, where she again encouiiteied the 
untiring sentry.” 

“ I am going up to my own room now,” she remarked, 1 took cold 
last night, and I find the air a little damp.” 

“ That is true, mademoiselle,” replied Carccnac, wiyiout maki ng niiy 
alli^ian-to he r evening promenade in a p our ing, rain . "hriThloiT eviaently 
decided not to question' her in regard to her adventures of the evoui ug 
before. 

Hdlene, instead of taking the }>ack staircase by which she ‘had 
descended to the garden, entered the arc.licd passage that led from the 
garden to the carriage entrance. Thinking that the old trf)Ojfer might ht' 
watching her, she made no attempt to enter the lodge, llit content(‘d 
herself with glancing at the door as she passed, and to lier ; i* eat surprise 
saw that it was open. Slie did not pause, however, fortunately, fwr, ae, 
she turned to the right, apparently for the juirpose of ascending the luam 
staircase, she saw that (Jarcenao was standing at the other oid of the 
passage watching her. Instead of mounting the stairs, however, she 
stood for several minutes on the low<*r step, listening to the ineasuT-ed 
tread of the sentinel, who had now transferred his beat to the ])ack hall. 
Then, choosing a moment when Careen ac had just reached the further end 
of his beat, she slipped into the lodge and concealed herself in the corner 
next the window, where she could not be seen from without. The room 
was vacant, and at first Helene thought she must be mistaken in sup- 
posing that any prisoner was confiucil in Carcenac’s mrirtmn, but soon she 
heard a sound that was half groan and half yawn on the other side of the 
partition separating the dark closet from Carcenac’s room. 

Then a voice that made her start exclaimed : “Here, you brute, wake 
up ! It is time. How many days must you have to recover from the brandy 
you have drunk ? ” 

“ Let me alone,” growled anotiier voice, the husky voice of an iutoxi* 
d&ted man awaking from a long and heavy sleep. 

“ Shall I have to kick you to make you get up ? ” 

Go to the devil ! 1 am very comfortable as I am.” 

“ That is quite possible, but I want to speak to you.” 

“ Speak to me 1 What for ? ” 
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“ So that we may come to an understanding about what we are to 
before we answer the man who is going to question us. 

He has questioned me already. If he tries it again 1 shall say nothing. 
It’s of no use. We are caught, and there’s nothing for us to do but make 
the best of it.” 

“ It is all your doing, our getting caught. Now we must devise some 
way of getting out of the scrape.” 

“ I defy you to do it. The door is too heavy and strong for us to have 
any chance of bursting it open ; besides, our jailer guards us too closely. ” 

I have no idea of bursting open the door, nor is it upon our jailer 
that I depend for my release.” 

“ Upon whom arc you depending, then? ” 

“ Get up if you want to know. I have to yell at you to make ytu 
hear me there on the floor, and some one may overhear our conversa- 
tion.” 

Some one, in fact, was hearing it ; but not Carcenac, for he had again 
extended his beat to the garden, and little suspected what was passing on 
the other side of the wall, for his prisoners had given no sign of life during 
the night, and he supposed them still asleep. But Mademoiselle Lanoue, 
who had stolen into the adjoining room, was not losing a single \^ord of 
tho dialogue, and had recognised the voice of her brother — the brother to 
whom she had granted ample time to escape the penalty of his crime. 
How he happened to be a prisoner in the house 116lene could not imagine; 
but though the other voice was unknown to her, she was beginning 
tft believe it was the voice of Maurevers. It was only necessary for her to 
listen to what followed to become convinced of the fact. 

“ All right! all right! ” growled the husky voice. “Just lend me a 
hand,- will you ? ” 

A loud scranibliiig followed, and it was evident that the drunken man 
found it not easy matter to res/ame an upright position. 

“ You rnKkc a pig of yourself pretty thoroughly when you are about it,” 
said Golymiie angrily. “ You have been snoring away here for deuce 
knows how many hours. It is time to wake up now, and tell me what I 
want to know.” 

“ I have nothing to tell you,” muttered Maurevers, who had not yet 
entirely recovered from his intoxication. “You sent me here; I came. 
It is no fault of mine that I fell into the wolf’s jaws ; it is yours. You 
ought to have warned me when you gave me your orders.” 

I did warn you that the house was guarded.” 

“ And I took my precautions acooivlingly. In fact I flatter myself that 
1 went to work very adroitly. I began by throwing poisoned meat to the 
dogs. After they were disposed of, I got over the garden wall with the 
aid of a ladder, by which I afterwards climbed to the bed-room window. 
I entered the room, and was just going to break Open the secretary when 
the old trooper sprung upon me from behind and throttled me. If you had 
bee a in my place you would have come off no better than I dfd.” 

“And afterwards the major arrived — that arrogant prig we met aL 
Versailles?” 

Yes, and I tried iny best to blow ^ut his brains with the revolver you 
lent me.” 

“ And failed? ” 

“ The other man sprang upon me and disarmed me.” 

‘“I susiiected as much. Well, after that, what happened ? ” 

‘ • After that he tried to extort a confession from me. He began by 
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assuring me that he knew perfectly well that I had broken into the house 
to obtain possession of some letters you had* written to the countess.*’ 

The aevil he did ! Well, did you admit it ? ** 

“ No, on the contrary, I denied it ; but he silenced me by telling me 
that lie had read the letters himself, and that I came too late. It seems 
that he had been here and taken possession of your correspondence the 
day before, and when he told me that I knew that all was lost.’* 

“ And then yoil betrayed me ? ” 

“Betrayed is not the word. I admitted that I had acted under your 
orders. I couldn’t do o'therwise under the circumstances; but 1 assured 
him that though you had bribed me to steal the letters addressed to 
AJj^dame de Muire, it was only to shield the reputation of the unfortunate 
countess, and to prevent her husband from finding them.” 

“ And of course he did not believe a word of it. But the examination 
did not end there, I suppose. He must have said something to you about 
the murder. What did you say to him when he questioned you about the 
Chatou affair ? ” 

“ I told him the truth. ” 

“ What do you call the truth ? ” 

“ I fold him that it was you who fired the fatal shot.*' 

“ Is that all ? ” 

“ Yes, for the very good reason that I knew nothing more.” 

“ You might have added that I was acting in your interest.” 

“ That is not true. I had nothing to gain by the death of the countess, 
while you hoped to secure undisputed possession of the money she lia(l 
entrusted to you. ” 

“ But you know perfectly well that I did not aim at Madame de Muire. 
I hit her by accident. ” 

He'd^jne, who was still listening, hoped for a moment that her brother 
had been guilty of an unintentional crime ; but the illusion vms of short 
duration. 

“ You forget that the idea of firing from the train originated with ypu,” 
continued Gaston d’Argouges, “ and nothing would Tiave pleased you 
better than a chance to tire the shot yourself. That would have prevented 
any necessity of sharing the profits on your part. But you doubted your 
skill, and really it was no easy task, as I missed my aim ; I, who am noted 
as a pistol shot.*’ 

“You did not miss your aim, for it was at the countess tlnit you 
aimed. ” 

“That is false. I aimed at your inicle, and if my bullet had not 
swerved from its course you would have come into possession of a very 
handsome fortune. To l)e sure you had agreed to divide with me, but 
even one half of the Marquis de Brangue’s property is well worth 
having.” 

“ The Marquis dc Brangue ! ” murmured Goly mine’s unhappy sister. 

She had not heard Madamejde Maurever’s last revelation, and slie was 
amazed to learn that this scoundrel was the Marquis de Branguc’s 
nephew. But she learned at the same time, that her brother’s crime 
w,^s even more dastardly than she ilad supposed, since he had committed 
murder at tJie instigation of another villain, like the Italian hravi of the 
sixj;ieenth century, hired cut-throats who killed persons to order at stated 
•prices. 

“Yes,” exclaimed Maurevers, “you made the bargain, but you did 
not stick to it. Nothing will ever make me believe that you did not kill 
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the countess on purpose. You said to yourself* that my uncle had pro- 
bably disinherited me, and thaj; I had no chance of obtaining any of his 
property. I’he bonds and securities you had stolen from the countess 
were a niiioii surer thing ; and as she MTnild have to be killed to prevent 
her from (tlaimiiig thenn, so your choice was quickly made. But I tillca 
no one. T am only cliarged with an attempt at robbery, and when I say 
tliat it was you w ho urged me to commit the crime ” 

“ You think you will get off very easily,” sneered Gaston d’Argouges. 
“ ^'oii forget that I have in my pocket a contract signed by you, in which 
you agree to give mo one half of the property ’you receive after your 
uncle’s <i<‘ath. If you take sides against me I shall not hesitate to show 
this document, whhih proves your complicity beyond any possibility 
doubt.” 

“If you dare to do that— — 

“ Silence, idiot, and listen to the rest I have to say to you. You have 
allowed yourself to bo caught, and I am the only person who can get you 
out of the scrape, but if you wisli mo to succeed you must obey me 
implicitly.’ 

“ You want to order me about — you, who have been guilty of blunders 
a tlionsand times greater than mine! If you had not insisted uj^jn my 
su‘n’<‘ndt;i ing that fellow’s revolver to the station-keeper at Saint-Germain, 
we should not be in the predicament we are now. You blame me foi 
getting i*anght, but you got caught yourself; you, who think yourself sc 
.shrewd, and you have only yours<0f to thank for it. for you had no busi- 
ness hen;, but. just came and tumbled into the trap,” 

“ It is very fortunate for you that I did, for if I were not here you would 
lcav(j this house only to go to prison. As it is, the man who captured ug 
will never dare to send us there, ^'ou would not doubt my word if you 
had heard wliat 1 said to him while his man was pushing me into this dark 
hole, but y<';i were too drunk to iu^ar anytliing.” 

“ I heardli you say something about a. young lady whose name I did nol 
catch.” I 

‘•A young lady wliom the rnajdr is alamt to marry — my sister.” 

“ Your sister ? ” 

“ Precisciy 1 (;an produc e proofs of the fact if necessary, but it is not 
necessary. 1 sa.vV her yesterday, we recognised l ach other, and if need be, 
she wdl testify that wf^ are children of the same father and mother. I)c 
you think now that she will allow' him to deliver me up to justice?” 

“ You — 110 ! but how about me? 1 shall have to suffer for both of us ij 
I don’t look out. 1 don’t intend to snbndt to anything of the kind, how- 
x;voi*. [ have no confidence in you, ’and I want you to return the coiitraci 
1 was fofdish enough to sign.” 

“ 1 will rcUirii it to y(»u when we arc safclv out of this house, and out 
of France'.’’ 

“ No, T x|'-5^nt you to return it to me nnw, ’ 

“ 1 shall ( o nothing of the kind.” 

“ Take eilrc ! Don’t go too far.” 

“ Do you <]ai'e to threaten mo ! I don’t mind it in the least, my dear 
frllow. but if you don't stop, I’ll call o\fc jailer.” 

“Call him, you scoundrel,’’ yelled Maurevers. “He will only find 
your cai’cass, for I am going to strangle you. ” 

“ Help ! help ! ” cried ( lolymine. 

I>ut the words vlicd in his throat, and only Andrce d’Argonges heard 
the despairing cry. This cry destroy'd tlu' last vestige of Xicd^jiie s sqU- 
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COiftrol, , It did not occur, to her that it would be a most fortunate d^oue- 
mint if the two scoundrels should cut each other’s throats. She had only 
one idea — to help her brother, who was calling for assistance — and a moat 
insane idea it was, for even if she could have thi'own hcisclf betw(‘en the 
t^vo crmiljatants it would liave cost her her life. Ihit she was utterly .in- 
capable of reasoning now, and she rushed wildly forward to open the door 
of the dark closet. She felt wildly for the key, but it was not in the lock. 
(Jarceiiac had taken it away with him after securing his prisoners, so she 
began to hammer upon the door with her clenched liands, hoping to put an 
end to the combat by aimouneing the presence of some one. But this had 
a contrary effect, for tliey only fought all the more desperately in order 
to cud the conflict before any one could separate them. Gaston d’Argouges, 
tifough half strangled, had succeeded in freeing himself from his opponent’s 
grasp, and was now making a furious attack upon Maurevers, who defended 
liiniself with all the energy of desperation. They hurled the most oppro- 
brious epithets at each otlier, and the sound of broken glass soon mingled 
with their curses. Tliey had fallen upon a pile of empty bottles that Car- 
cenae. had placed in the dark closet, but the conflict still w^eut on — a con- 
flict like that between two wild beasts, in which teeth and nails were used 
indisciimiuately. Andree heard them pause, panting for breath now and 
tlien, but soon the struggle would begin again, and she W'ould hoar them 
threatening each other. They wnjre on their feet again, Init they had not 
let go their liohl on each other’s throats, and they soon fell heavily against 
the door upon wdiich Andr^‘e w^as wildly beating. 

“ Wretch ! *’ shouted (xolyniine, trying to shake off Maurevers, w'ho w^as 
clingiug to his opi)onent’s garinciits; “ J have something to' quiet you with 
now.” 

And I have something to let the blood out of you, you villain ! ” cried 
]\Iaurevers. 

A dull thud closely followed this exclamg-tion. ^ 

'rhe blow had fallen ; a powerful blow with a bottle upoii 4 {.ho skull of 
the Princess Orbitello’s dissipated husband. 

“ Die, cur!’’ yelled (Jaston d’Argouges, as liis accoinpHco fell to, tho 
floor. Then, almost instantly, and in a weaker voice, he added : “Tho 
traitor has stabbed me ! I am dying ! ” 

Aiidiee, in despair, rushed to the window to call Carcenac. She should 
have done this at first, but her wonted ])rcsence of mind had deserted lu r, 
an<l the conflict had lasted only two or three minutes. Carcciiac liad just 
paused a moment to listen, for he fancied liti heard a sound. When he 
saw tlie form of the governess at tlie open window, and heard her cry for 
help, he flew into a violent passion. » 

“ \Vliat are you doing here?” he ciied, angrily, as he burst into the 
1 oom. 

Poor Andree could only point to the door of the clos^. and falter : 
“ The two men in there — they are killing each other ! ” i 

“What if they are ? You are irieddlintr with matters ^ lich do not 
concern you. Ah, well, mademoiselle, you wdll now oblige me )y returning 
to your own room, and this time you will not leave it without my permis- 
sion, for I am going to lock you 411. We will see wduit the major says 
•fll^>out your conduct.” 

Tlie poor girl made no attempt to defend herself ; the idea of seeing her 
b«<?ther«’s dead body filled licr witli such liorror that she w^as only too glad 
escape from the place. So she allow'ed herself to be conducted upstairs 
by Carcenac, who locked her in as he had threatened, and tlieu hastened 
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down-stairs. He was just entering the lodge when some one rang vio» 
lently at the front door. Ho expected no one at this early hour, but the 
visitor might persist in ringing, so he ran to open tlie door, and was sur- 
prised to see George Roland standing on the step. 

“ Oh, major, how glad I am to see you ! cried Carcenac. ‘‘ I had no 
idea you would come so soon. It is hardly six o’clock, and the first train 
hasn’t left Chatou yet.” 

“J spent the night in Paris,” replied George. “How about the 
prisoners ? ” 

“They behaved very well during the night, ‘but they began to fight 
just now, and 1 was about to enter their cell when you rang.” 

“ You are armed, I see.” 

Por Carcenac hacl not laid aside his Chassepot when he conducted Iho 
governess to her room. 

“ I have my revolver,” continued the major. “Let us see wliat they 
are al)ont I want to question them before I send for a magistrate.” 

“ It is time wo got rid of them, I think myself. I haven’t slept a winic 
since the niglxt before last, and if they remain here another day you will be 
obliged to take my place.” 

As he spoke, the old trooper drew a key from his pocket, opeii'jd the 
ddOr, and cried : “ Advance, prisoners ! ” 

"J’here was no response. 

“ Jlav’e J got to drive yon out with a stick?” Carcenac continued, 
angrily. 

The same un])rok<;n silence reigned as before. George, losing patience, 
was about to enter the closet, when Carcenac hastily interposed. 

“Not without a light, major,” he exclaimed. “They may he hiding 
in a corner with the intention of rushing upon us. Let me strike a light. 
It may bo they have killed each other, after all.” 

As h(i sji’ ke, ho lighted tw ^ camlles and a lantern. 

“ lin])os!Sii)le ! the one you put in there first was securely bound,” re- 
marked George Roland. 

“ Rut the other man may liave untied him, major. They were veiy 
friendly at first. The thief had his bottle of brandy with him, you nwiol- 
lect, and he must have diainod it, for he snored licavily until moriiiiig. 
Rut he probably woke in a bad humour, for just now he began to (juarrel 
with his companion.” 

“ Let us SCO,” interrupted George, picking up a candle. 

('’aivHuiac insisted upon entering the clos.it. first, in order to protect the 
major in case of an attack ; but not a sound was heard, and (feorge Jtoland 
soon discovered the bodies lying motionless on the floor, which was tliLckly 
strewn with fragments of broken Ixottles. 

“ I was right,” (ixclaimcil Carcenac, sotting down his lantern, in order 
to eKaniine the body nearest to him. 

Maurevei’s was lying stiff and stark beside Golyinirie, who had 
shattered his skull by a Iflow witli a bottle, Golymine was still breathing, 
though his former accomplice had buried in his stomach the blade of a. 
kitclu'ii knife that he had found wdiilc they w'ere struggling on the floor. 
George did not feel inclined to waste ai/y compassion upon the wretcluis. 

“ 'Phey will not have to go before the Assize Court now,” he remarked, 
without any display of false sensibility ; “ and it is certainly the very b'^*st 
thing that could have happened both for them and for us.” 

I tliink .so, too,” growled (kirccnac, “ but ^ve cannot keep their 
carcLVsscs bore, Who knows but we may be accused of killing them? 
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But* no, J have a witness who heard them fighting and finally killing 
each other,” 

“ A witness ! are you not alone in the hefuse ? What witness ? ” 

“ Mademoiselle Lanoue, major. It was she who called to me from the 
\Vindcfv\’, and told me they were lighting.” 

‘ ‘ How long has she been here ? ” 

“ She spent the night here. It was not far from twelve o’clock when 
she came, in the very worst of the storm. She was wet to the skin. She 
told me she had missed the last train, and wanted to spend the night 
here, so I showed her up to her own room. I don’t know whether she 
slept or not, but this morning about five o’clock she came down into the 
garden. Afterw^arda she must have slipped into the lodge, for she called 
irf& when the quarrel began.” 

“ Where is she now?” 

** In her own room. I locked her in.” 

“ Very well, give me the key, and while I have a talk with Made- 
moiselle Lanoue search the pockets of these men, and if you find any 
papers bring them to me. ” 

“ You shall be obeyed, major. 


XXIII. 

lloLAJs’i) could think only of llclonc now'. He knew, at last, tliat 
she was sale, l)at he w'as impatient to hear an accomib of her adventures 
from her own lips. He was anxious, too, to speak to lior ahouc the 
brotlicr whose sinful career had just been })rought to such an abrupt 
termijiation. Ho found the girl in tears, and on seeing him she turned so 
])ale that he thought she was going to swoon. He sprang forward to 
support her, but releasing herself from his, enfolding arms, ai^it rising to 
her feet, she said in a hollow voice : “ He is dead, is he not ?' 

“ They are botli dead,” replied George. “ Yesterday, wiien I arrested 
Golymine, he boasted of being your brother. Hid he speak tlie truth,?” 

“ Ves ; I recognised him by a s<’ar on his hand, and L hoped that he 
would be able to make his escape.” 

“ ’rhat w^«s evhleutly his intention, but God did not will that the 
murder of JMadaiiic de Muire should remain unpuiiLshed, nor would Ho 
permit the wretch to bring further disgrace upon your father's name. 
Jict us thank God, and weep no more, dustice is done at last, and Mederic 
is saved ! ” 

“ Monsieur de ^Nlestras ! What ! (V) you think he will be released ? ” . 

“He has been. You will sec him to-day. Marcelle has alre,ady seen 
)um. And it is not to me that he owes his release, for you have not re- 
turned the letter 1 entrusted to you.” 

The letter ! ” rcpcate<l Mademoiselle d'Argouges, laying her hand on 
her bosom. “ True, I kept it. Here it is.” 

It is foi'tunate that you did not burn it,” remarked George. “ (Tcoly- 
mine is dead, and no one wall ever know that he is your brother, so tliere 
is nothing now to prevent me fr^m showing the. inve..‘<tigatiiig magistrate 
fne letter in wlo’clj Im acknowledges the receipt of Madame dc Muu'e’s 
p^soiial property.” 

; But what g<)od will it do ? ” enquired the young girl. “ Monsieur do 
Mestras is free, you say, consequently his innocence must have bcene:3tab- 

lisned.” 
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*‘Not entirely, I fear. He lias be n released from prison, .but lie is 
liable to be arrested again, unless I can prove that the real assasshi was 
the man who called himself Count Oolymine. And how can I prove that 
without this letter ? ” 

Before Helene could reply, Carcenac burst into the room. 

“ I bring you all I found in the pockets of scoundrel number two,” be 
exclaimed. “The other fellow had only a pipe, a bag of tobacco, and 
three tive>franc pieces ; ])ut the pockets of the pretended count were stulTod 
with bank-notes, as you see.” 

Carcenac laid upon the table three rolls of bank-notes which must have 
contained two or three hundred thousand francs each, and a pocket-book 
stuffed witli drafts and bills of exchange on New York. The m.'ijor had 
only to glance at them to see that Oolymine had recently sold an immense 
amount of stocks and bonds. There was even a list giving the numlxirs of 
the securities, and this list seemed to have been written by the hand of 
the countess. 

After a brief examination of these valuable papers, George Roland 
glanced up at Mademoiselle d’Argoiiges, and said : “I have here all the 
proofs that are needed. You can burn the letter, mademoiselle.” Then, 
turning to Carcenac, he added : “ Return to your post. I will jatn you 
in about ten minutes.” 

The old trooper left the room, and the major found himself once more 
alone with AndiY*e. They both felt that the hour for a full explanation 
hfid come, but (leorge hesitated to ask it. Andnie gave it, however, 
without tlie asking. 

“1 owe you an account of the way I spent my time yesterday after 
leaving you," she began. 

“ You owe me nothing of the kind, mademoiselle,” interrupted George, 
pleasantly. 

“ But prefer to give it., AVe liave pliglitod our troth, and though 
your feeling j in regard to the matter may have changed I wish you to 
know wluit happened to me. 1 warn you, however, that you will have to 
be Qontent with my word alone, and that 1 shall refrain from giving the 
names of the persons who figured in the strange story I am about to relate 
to you. ” 

“ As you please, madenioi.selle,” said the major, rather surprised at this 
pr(‘au}ble ; “ but I assure you that I have no exphniatioii tf) ask.” 

“When I have finished my story, you will understand why I am un- 
willing to mention any names,” continued Andrec, without paying any 
apparent attention to the interruption. “On leaving you at the Saint 
l^azare Station 1 wxnt straight to the Hotel Mcurice, wdiere I expected to 
find the friend who had written to me.” 

“ But you did not find her ? ” 

“ How do you know^ ? ” enquired Aiidree, hastily. 

“Because I, too, went to the Hotel Mcurice yesterday. I wanted to 
find you to tell you that I had secured Madame de Muirc’s murderci s. 
1'lie servants at the hotel told me that a young lady had called there, and 
that a letter addressed to Mademoiselle Laiioue had been given her.” 

“ The letter was from an old school -^ellow, begging me to call upon lier 
in a distant part of Baris,” said Audree. 

“ And you w’cnt ? ” 

“ Hot iinmediatoly. I w’eut first to a club-house in tlie Champs Klys(^.< 
to ask Monsieur Goly mine's address. He happened to be silting on thj^ 
terrace, and he came down, and I had a long conversation with liim under 
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the1;rees .in the Avenue Gabriel. He denied that he was my brother to 
the very last ; but I knew better, and 1 hoped that after my warning he 
would lose no time in leaving France.*' 

“ He iiiteiiiietl to do so. He told me so when he boasted of the relation- 
ship between you. iiut pardon me for again interrupting you.” 

“Afterward 1 took a carriage and drove to the honst? my old sclioob 
fellow had niontioiied.” 

“ And there you found yourself in a trap. I nndeistaiid. Marc(']](' 
told me about this Mademoiselle A'edrine, whom she met two yeaiis 
ago, and whom she retains a very nnfavoiirablo im]>ression. ” 

“ Why did not she warn me? If she had 1 should not have acceptt'd 
the treacherous invitation. Yes ; Juliette A^nlrine adopte<l this means <>1 
eiilicing me to a house owned by a shameless libertine. She left me thei« 
alone. The wretch came in, and when 1 rejected his odious proposal* 
with the deepest indignation and dislike, he did not dare to resort to vio 
lence, but went away, leaving me a prisoner, and it was not until nearly 
midnight that I succeeded in making my escape.” 

“ l)i<l any one release you?” asked George, looking searchiiigly at the girl. 

“ Ko,” replied Aiidi*('‘e, meeting his gaze unflinchingly. “I esca]H*d 
from tl#i house by the window with the aid of some curtains 1 had knotted 
together. ” 

“ And no one saw you perform this feat? Wliat tijne was it ? ” 

“ Nearly midnight, tand the rain w'as falling in torn iits. Tho Kno 
JoullVoy w'as deserted at the time.” 

“ 1 lie line JoutiVoy ? Is not that a small street leading into the Avenue 
deVilliers?” 

“A’es; and the little liouse in wdiicii I was kejit a prisoner stands at 
the eoriier of the tw'o streets. 1 hud no other means of escape, and 1 
could not make use of the one I did i:i tlie day-time. Fortunately f 
reached the ground in safety. It was too Jate. to return to ('^.'iflou-- the 
last train had left — so 1 huiiied here as fa.st as I could. C'art nac opened 
the dooi for me and conducted me to my old room, where J spent the 
night. It was not until this morning that I disc.overed he was guaialing 
two prisoners. I entered the lodge unseen by him, listened, and soon 
recognbed my brother's voice. He and Maurevers wane mutually blaming 
each other bn- their capture; then they ]>egau to light. 1 called for help 
— Carceiiac came ” 

“1 know’ the rest,” interrupted George. “ Xow', tell me tlio name of 
tlie man wlio insulted you.’’ 

“ A'ou pioinised me you w’ould not ask it,” replied Mademoiselle 
d'Argoiiges, “ and 1 have sworn not to*tell you.” 

“Why?” 

“ Deeause, if you knew wdio the wretcli was you W’ould challenge him, 
anti I do not want you to risk your life against his. The odds w^ouid not 
be equal.” ~ 

“ 1 know him. It w as the Viscount de Liscoat.” 

“ Who told you so ?” 

“ His friend the Marquis de Brangue warned me that the viscount had 
designs upon you. The marquis s’^ke of a little house tiiat De Liscoat 
^as furnishing near Trouville. Brangue was njistaken, it seems, as tlie 
lioy^e is in Paris. That doesn’t matter, however. The old s<i<^i>ndrel 
answajr to me for his insolence.” 

•‘He does not deserve that you should do him the honour of fighting 
with him,” said Andree quickly, “ and 1 beseech you ” 
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Just then the door leading into the hall wa?^ again opened by, Carc^jnac, 
who put in his head and said, with a slightly embarrassed air : “ There is 
a gentleman downstairs whd wishes to see Mademoiselle Lanoue. That 
is to say — ho did not mention mademoiselle’s name, but he wishes to sec 
the young lady he escorted to the door of this liouse last night. ’’ 

If Carcenac was actuated by any malicious motive in announcing this 
inopportune visit in the ]>resence of his beloved major, he had the satis- 
faction of perceiving that lie had succeeded in deeply annoying both the 
governess and George Roland. Such a thing as love without jealousy does 
not exist, and the story of Andree’s strange adventure had aroused a 
slight feeling of distrust in George’s mind. The major turned pale and 
looked inquiringly at Andrde d’Argouges. She did not attempt to con- 
ceal the embarrassment caused by the unexpected arrival of the wotuhy 
fellow who had acted as her escort the evening before, but she soon re- 
covered her composure, for she knew that she had no reason to reproach 
herself. 

“ Come, sir,” she said, turning to her betrothed, “ it is best for you to 
be present at an interview which I cannot refuse to grant.” 

And without waiting for the major’s reply she left the room, and there 
was nothing for him to do but follow her. Pierre Dax was awaPing her 
at tlie foot of the stairs, and seemed rather surprised when he saw the 
stern face of the major. But he was no whit disconcerted, and as he pos- 
sessed plenty of shrewdness and mother wit, wasted no time in apologies, 
luit gave a clear and brief account of the incidents which had made him 
the protector of an entire stranger the evening before, and wliich 
authorised him to call in the morning to iiicjuire if the lady’s health had 
sudered in couse(]Uence of her long vv^alk in the rain. He coiieluded by 
giving liis name, and announcing that lie was an intimate friend of 
Al('!d(h’ic de Mestras. This was more than suhicient to dispel tlie last 
lingering dpubt from the mind of the major. He cordially oflered the 
artist his h../iid ; and Pierre Dax, encouraged by this 'tt>ken of sympathy, 
wont on to say tliat on returning home after escorting the young lady, 
he had called a policeman’s attention to tlie fact that the curtains were 
still hanging from a window of the little house at the corner of the Ptuo 
Jonlfroy aii<l the Avenue de Villiers. 'riiT-s interview had taken plai'e in 
the liall, and CAircenac had not understood a single word of it ; but the 
major reproached himself severely for having doubted liis betrothed for 
an instant. 

“ £ tliank you most sincerely, sir,” he said, ‘‘for what you have done 
for Mademoiselle Laiioue, wlio wiU soon be niy wife, and 1 have some 
good news to announce to you. - Your frieml and mine, M<*d(h'ic d(i 
Mestras, is free, and I hope that you \rill soon have tlio pleasure of seeing 
him.” 

“ This is news indeed ! ” muttered Carceiiae, wlio c^ould hardly believe 
his ears. 

Aiulree d'Argougos was too much agitated to speak, but I’ierr(^ Dax was 
about to congratulates the major warmly when a stentorian voice — the 
voice of an aristocratic coachman —thundered out : ‘‘ Open the gate, if you 
please ! ” u 

’rhe party had been too deeply engaged in conversation to notice til,, 
sound of approaching <!arriage- wheels, Imt Oareenac could not be deceived. 

“ It is the count ! ” he cried. 

“ Well, open the gate/’ said the major coolly. And as Carcenac 
started to obey, George turned to Audree d’Argouges and l^ierre Dax, and 
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addrti ; *1 Will you both be so kind as to step upstairs. 1 should like to 
see Monsieur de Muire alone. You, sir, of course, are at liberty to leave 
whenever you please, but I hope we shall sobn meet again. As for you, 
my d(^ar Helene, 1 must beg you to wait for me upstairs.” 

/H^b-'iie was already on llm staircase, closely followed by IMerre Dan, 
vho always l)owed gracefully to circumstances even wlicn he did not 
thoroughly understand tlie situation, as was certainly the case in the pre- 
.-ciit instance, (jeorge Roland then hastened forward to assist his old 
friend to aliglit fi'om the carriage. As he did so he rcinaj ked : “ You did 
not expect to hnd me lieiKi, my dear .lac(|ues, and 1 had even less idea of 
se(‘iiig you in town to-day ; but our meeting is most fortunate, as I iuivo 
sonic very important news for you. Will you step out into the garden 
wi#i me ? ” 

“ If you wish it,” replied the count, rather coolly, “hut I warn you that 
1 have very little time at my disposal. I have written to my notary, pro- 
juisiiig to be at his office at nine o’clock.” 

Monsieur do Muire seemed to have grown many years older since 
< leorge Roland saw him last. Ilis eyes were sunken, and his tall foiaii 
less erect — adversity had bowed him as the tempest bows the oak. 

“ llo^will bo himself again when he learns that (lod has punished the 
ii.ssassin, and that Medt;ric is innocent,” thought tlic major. “ lliit the 
douce tiike me if 1 know how to begin ! ” 

'riioy Widlvod along side by side, and when tliey had taken their scats 
U])on the same bench ihe governess had selected for a rcsting-]»laeo two 
iioiirs before, Monsieur ile Muire remarked: “Count (Tiolyniiiie, who 
talkc'd so ])lainly of purchasing the Oaks, and perhaps this house as well, 
li;vs neither called ujioii me since nor wTitten to me about the matter. 
Hence I conclude that he has changed his mind, and that it is not worth 
whihi to wait for him any longer. Therefore, i am going to ask Deshois 
to sell both ])iec.es of property by auclion ;n the Chamber (>’*/i\otarics 
immediately. I am anxious to retire to the country as soon as 
possible.” 

“ You are acting too hastily ; and if you w’ill listen to me a moment 
3^011 will see that ” 

“ lint the life I am leading is insnp}>ortabIe.” 

“ There will .soon lie a change for the better, believe mo. In the first 
])laee, I have iliscovered iMarcelle’s fortune, and she is as rich as before 
iier mother’s death ” 

“ ^Vhat ! you liave found the money? It was coucealed in some desk 
or secretary. I bupjiose?” 

*•' No ; I have discovered the man who stole the money and W'ho mur- 
dered your wife. That man was tlie veiy Count Gol 3 'miiie to whom you 
wished to sell 3 'our country residence.” 

Von are mad ! ” exclaimed Monsieur do Muire. 

“Not in the h^ast. (tolymino had an aecomplice. They have just 
killed eaeii other here in your house. I found two or thre<i million francs 
in (h)lymine's jioekets. He w^as making preparations to cross the frontier. 
Ask (Jareenac, if you do not believe me.” 

The count looked at (teorge really frightened air. He evidently 

•..j^ardod him as a man who had just been attacked by a tit of mental 
aberr^ition.” 

. J Colyinine used to visit Aix, in Savoy, every year,” continued the 
inajor. “It was there, I believe, that the poor countess introduced fiim 
to you ; but slie never told you that ho had so thoroughly won her con- 
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fidence that she asked him to invest her money in the foreign han&inj(* 
house in which he pretended to be a partner. Afterwards her suspicions 
must bav^e been aroused. Some one may have told her that this 
pretended Polish nobleman Was only an adventurer of the worst kind. 
At all events, she certainly demanded the return of the immense sum she 
had entrusted to him, and it was then that— with the assistance of another 
scoundrel— he fired the shot that saved him from any further demands on 
her part. You think I am relating a romance, but I have proofs of the 
truth of all I say — and I am anxious to show these proofs without delay 
to the investigating magistrate who arrested poor M6d6ric,” 

(ieorge Roland fully expected to be subjected to a cross examination by 
his old friend after tliese startling disclosures, but to his great astoi^sli- 
nient Monsi<?ur de Muire refpiested no further explanation. Did he have 
an idea that (lolymirie had been the lover of the unfortunate countess ? 
(leorge suspected so, and lost no time in returning to the subject of 
Modc^ric. 

“ He has been released,” he continued ; the prison doors were thrown 
open for him yesterday.” 

“ I know it,” interrupted the count. ‘‘ Marcelle has told me all.” 

“Slie has acted wi.sely, though only last e.veiiing 1 advised I'jr to be 
silent, fearing that Mdd^ric had been set at liberty only temporarily. 
There are not the slightest grounds for any anxiety on that scoie now. 
The real culprits are dead, but before their death they confessed their 
guilt. Med^ric will be here in a feu^ minutes, and he will ask you to 
give him your daughter’s hand in marriage. {Shall you refuse his 
petition ? ” 

“ I shall tell him as I have told Marcelle, that I will never give my 
eJbnsent to her marriage with a man who has been accused of murdering 
her mother.” 

Yoii^said that because., you thought it possible that he might have 
killed her, but his innocence is now thoroughly apparent to every one, 
even to his bitterest enemies. You certainly owe him some reparation for 
yf>ur injustice toward him ; besides, you have no right to condemn y^nir 
dauglitcr to everlasting misery.” 

“ You must certainly allow me time to reflect, and above all, to satisfy 
myself of the truth of your statements. I not obliged to take your 
word for all this.” 

“ Insult me, my friend, if you like, it is all the same to me, provided 
you will allow me to convince you. The bodies of the assassins aie here. 
Come and look at them. Question Carcenac, question Mademoiselle 
Lanoue — they will tell you all that has occurred in this house during the 
last thirty-six hours.” 

“ What ! is Mademoiselle Lanoue here ?” 

“ Yes, T will call her.” 

The major beckoned to Carcenac, who was standing in the open door- 
way, and Carcenac was about to advance to receive the order when the 
front door bell rang, and he stopped sliort. (4eorge, understanding the 
reason, called out to him to open the door, and the old trooper promptly 
obeyed. 

“ It must be M6dt*ric,” remarked the major. “ I left him at his rooms, 
but requested him to join me here a little later on. In the name of o*'r old 
frieuilship, I implore you to see him, however painful the meeting 
to you. This is the decisive moment; you will certainly regret it 
by-and-by if you condemn him without a hearing. ” 
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.Tfle nCW-comer was not !^Ii‘(U*ric, however, for there suddenly apponr ed 
in the hall a gentleman A^honi the major had never seen before, but wJiom 
the count instantly recognised, for the recollection of this peivson's first- 
visit would never be elTaced from his memory. 

Yiju are either dec* iving yourself or you are deceiving me,” said the 
count, bitterly. “That man is the person who arrested M<khh'ic three 
weeks ago. He is the chief of the detective service, and he tvould not 
show himself here if your prott'igif^’s innocence was proved as you allege.'’ 

** It will be very soon if it is not already,” replied Cicorge Kohiiid, “ J 
(‘onsider it a most fortunate thing that this man should have taken it into 
his he:»d to call this morning. We will wait for him here ; but let me do 
the talking, if you please.” 

?&ifter exchanging a few words with Carccnac, the stranger, who was 
very neatly dressed in black, stepped into the garden and walked straight 
tow'ards the two gentlemen, who had risen on perceiving him. 

*‘I am very glad to meet you here. Monsieur le Comte,” he began, 
“though it is eertaiuly an unexpected pleasure. It wa.s Major Koland of 
whom 1 was in search, and as 1 find him here ” 

“ What ! do you know me?” exclaimed (-Jeorge, quickly. 

“ I ki^ow everybody,” replied the chief of the detective sci vice, smilitig. 
“ That is my business. I k iiowg too, all that you have been doing since 
Monsieur de Mestras's re lease.” 

“ I did, in fact, n<>t,i<-e that some one was playing the spy on me, ’ re- 
plied the major, haughtily, 

“ Kot on you, sir. 1 received ordcr-s from the investigating niagisUato 
to have Monsieur de Mestras followed liy a detective. 01 course, 1 lia«l no 
option in the matter.” 

“ And the detective followed me at the snrne time.” 

“ You are right. He foUow’ed you to the apartments of dc' 

Mestras in the Tlaec Pigalle ; and this morning a second det.(‘' Jve w as 
detailed to follow^ you. 1 just learned froni him that you had ' iitercd this 
house, so I am here.” 

“ A' cry w^ell, sir. What do you wish to say to me ? ” 

“ I h.iv^c some new’S of a very agreeable nature to coininnnicate. 1 ho 
information we were in quest of has reached the police head-ejuarters, and 
we know now that this so-called (Vnint (lolymine w as once tried ami cou- 
victr<l cjf forgery uiulcr a difVerent name. We also know^ that guard 
Manrevers is a scoundrel, though he hclongs to an old and honoured 
family. Hence it is by no means improbable that these tw o miscreants 
comniittcil llie murder at (diatoii Search is now being made for them, 
and as soon as thc 3 " arc arrested, I ha\<i every reason to Ixlieve that tlic 
innoeence of Monsieur <le xMestras w'ill be prov(;d hcyoml any jiossiblc 
doubt. I’he detective, W'ho is now waiting for him at his door, will deg 
Ins foot.stcps to-day; but it wdll probably bo for the last time, for the entnc 
force is on the alert and the scoundrels wx are seeking will soon be caj)- 
tured, though W'o have lo.st seeut of them since yosterda;/.” 

“ Would 3 'ou like to sec tluun ?” asked Koland, suddenly. 

“ See them ! What do you meun ? 

“ They are in this house. <a)J 1 ' 4 - with nu* *, 1 w'ill sliow them to you, 
etid when you have identified thorn I will exjdain why they niuid;*T'cd tlie 
Couijtess de Muire, and show yon conclusive proofs of the truth of my 
?*. .sertions. You will permit n o to act as guide to this gentleman,” he 
added, turning to the count, “ ami yon will surely bo kind enough to wait 
here until I can return to proclaim Med<5ric’s inuccence.” 
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Monsieur de Miiire made no response, so taking silence for consent, the 
major departed with the chief of the detective service. The count sav/ 
tliem disappear in company v/itb Carceiiac, and almost at the same inst iiit 
Pierre Dax, who had just taken leave of Andree, came down-stairs. ! •.. 
outside door having been left open, the young artist took advantage of tin; 
dp))ortunity to slip (juietly out, and Monsieur de Muire < .Jy caugj!.^ a 
glimpse of las retreating form. But Marcello’s father little suspecte') 
fresh surprise that had l)een prepared for him by tlie kind Providence 1: ..t 
aids the uiifortariate and ])rotects the innocent. 


XXIV. 

IhiE Gouut de Muire liad had a long and stormy interview with his 
daughter tlu*. evo.iing before. Summoned into his presence almost at 
the very moment of her parting with M('Hlt5ric, Marcelle, quite forgetting 
George Ihuaud's prudent counsels, confessed all to her father, who 
imnie'.iiately dew into a furious passion. He absolutely refused to believe 
that Med(’‘rici had been released, but accused him of having made his 
<'.s(..».pe, and even went .so far as to threaten toinform thc authorities at 
Versidllea that he had been prowling around the Oaks at night! After 
this outi>urst of anger he positively forbade Marcellc.to hold any further 
communication with her lover, whereupon Marcelle promptly replied that 
noth' ig could prevent Inw fro?n keeping her promise to Medcric de 
Mestraa. ’'.Phe father and daughter parted in anger, and the (iount 
resolved to put an imiinidiate <md to this intolerable state of affairs by 
selling his property, and taking Marcelle to Brittany, where he still 
owned a small estate upon which he intended to live in the strictest 
seclusion, at least for a tiiiie. After informing Marcello of this determina- 
tion he ?mmcdiat<dy .set to woi-k to cany it to execution. Rising at a very 
early houV,, he *lro ,{' i.o Paris, without seeing his daughter, who was still 
abed and asleep— least, he supposed .so. Ffe had just given his notary 
orders to sell at any price, aiu' now intended to go straight back to tic-, 
villa and take his daughter away the next day, without informing hi'- 
friend George. 

Monsieur de Muire had not made suHicioit allowance for the energy 
and strength of will of this girl of nineteen wlio had sworn to keep her 
promise to M^deric, She allowed her father to depart unhindered, then 
hastily dressed herself and walked to Chatou. She reached the station 
some time before the departure of the first train for Paris, and at seven 
o’clock she reached that city, stepped into a cab, and told the driver to 
drive her to the Place Pigalle. When she reached MrMcric's apartments 
the major )iad been gone about ten minutes. She would have preferred to 
find him tiiere, but his absence did not trouble her, for she had implicit 
confidence in her betrothed. What did the two lovers say to each other 
during the half-hour they spent together? Everything and nothing. 
What do the birds say when they bill and coo in the leafy branches? 
]Monsieur de Muire might have seen and heard them without finding 
aught to censure, however. 

Just then, seated in the garden of his house on the Boulevard Ma’/' 
sherbes ho w'as listening to George Roland as he pleaded the cause of his 
old colonel’s son, but he would not allow himself to be persuaded, i^'^en 
the assurances of the chief of the detective service failed to entirely over- 
come his doubts of Mederic’s innocence. Still he could not leave the house 
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bofot’e tl 10- ret urn of this onicia.l ; who, after satisfying himself of the ileath 
of the culprits, stojjped to listen to the mjyor’s story, and oxaiiiine the 
money and papers found in Golyinine’s pockets. All this took so?ne time, 
and the count was beginning to lose patience wlieu the two gentlemen at 
last reappeared. They were aceomjiamed by Aiitlree d’Argouges, whr> 
had testified tbat the assassins qiiai relied on accomit of a contract sigiie.<l 
by Manrevers whicli Oolyinine refused to surrender. TIk^ chief of the 
deteccivc service was now fully convinced of their guilt, and of IVb'dericds 
innocence. He was anxious to convince Monsieur do Muire of the fact, 
and as Monsieur dc Muire would probably not be sati.sficd with a inert; 
assurance on his part, it would be necessary to produce proofs that: the 
crj^ie could have been ooiiunitted only by the t wo scoundrels wIk* iUvtl 
just killed each otlier. (hic may belong to the police force, and 
yet possess plenty of delicacy and tact, and this chief of an aeiny 
which wages a relentless war. against villauy, and which all hc-ucNt- 
iiicu ought to bless instead of despise, was a man of l‘e(diug. A iev 
listening to George’s frank explanation, he understood the vidiolc, situa' 
tion perfectly. iNlonsieur de Muire must be convinta*d of MtMhhitiV lu- 
iio'^encc without being allowed to sus])(‘ct his wife*^ fornu'.r relations A.itlx 
G( iymiHc, Tlic major had already pave <1 the way }>y telling lii.s fiiiTid 
. oeques that tlie pretended nobleman’s relnlionx with the. (^ouniess iia'd 
’/..'cn of a business nature. The official to('k tin' t*uc, and made it a]>[.t'ar 
tiiai Maurevers’s attempt to steal the letters had been merely for the pur- 
pose of securing possession of a receipt signed by Golymine — a receipt 
w'liicU the latter had succeeded iii destroying. The quarrel M’a.s f.he natural 
re.sult of this breach of confidence on Golymiiie’s jiart, and now tin*, two 
scoinnlrels were dead and tlie fortune of their victim had btien recovered, 
it would be useless to carry tin* matter any further. So bn* as Monsieur 
do M*‘s':i-as was concerned, the investigation was ended. yiio sur- 
vci!l o ''•i liicli ho liad been subjected would cease immedi.<,tely ; and 
t'm . ^ Ihc secret service announced hi.s intention of (l<;iiig (vrery- 

thin,, in hi.-, powei to prevent the allair from becojuing gtoiorally 
kno^v'i^ b v'ould be impossible to eon<;eal it entirely, however, as ih'dy. 
mine’s tragical death would be sure to ci'ca.te considerable oxcit 'luent 
in the circles into which he had gained an entrance ; but Parisians have 
very sliort memories. 

“It will create a good deal of talk for a few' days, but in a montli it will 
be forgotten,” remar ke<l the chief ; “ and we will see, too, that the Ckiuiit do 
Muire ’s name does not appear in any of tlie newspaper accounts of the catas- 
trophe. Wbi will reprc.scrit tho affair as an attempt at robbery, followeil 
by a quarrel over the sjioils, betw'ecfi the two accomplices — a qufivrel 
wdiicii terminated in tlie death of both of them ; and no outsider will 
perceive any connection between this affair and that of the murder of the 
countess.” 

He concluded by advising Monsieur de Muiro to leave Paris for awhile. 
Such a step, on his part, would excite no comment at this season of the 
year; and he had the seaside and the inland watering places to choose from. 
Huring his absence public curiosity would abate, and by his return tJio 
W'hole aflair would be nearly forgotW)n. Monsieur de Muire listened with- 
"otit saying a word, but it was easy to see by his face that he was inclined 
to l-»eed this very sensible advice. The giver of it had the major on his 
igiit hand and Hc^^lene on his left. Carcenac, by George Roland^ order, 
had gone to keep guard over the money and drafts whicli had been left on 
the table in Helene’s room. Pierre Dax had not closed the outer door on 



192 


A RAILWAY TRACxEDY. 


leaving the house, and passers-by might have watched the conference from 
a distance, for it took place in the garden, and the doors at both ends of 
the hall Mere open, but they did not stop to gaze at persons who only 
seemed to be talkins? quietly. A carriage stood before the door, occupied 
by two detect! ■v•(^s w-ho had accompanied their chief to render him any as- 
sistance that might be necessary. A third detective, the one who ' ad 
followed the major from the Place Pigalle, W’as M'alking up and dowi; the 
pavement in front of the liouse anaiting further orders. The poor devil 
iiad had iio sleep the night before, and he was longing to be released fioin 
duty when he saw tlic comrade he had left on guard before the house in 
which Monsieur de Mcjstras lived coming uj) the boulevard. 

This comrade was still engaged in the discharge of his duties, however, 
for tliough he had Jeft his post, it was only to follow M^deric, who, after a 
consultation W’itli Marccdle, had decided to seek George Roland’s advice 
and protection. Marcclle M'as leaning on the arm of her betrothed, and 
(lid not seem to be troubling lierself in the least about the man who was 
dogging their steps. The detective liaving been detailed for this duty 
that same morning, Mcdcric had never seen him before; but on crossing 
the street in front of Monsieur de Muire’s house, he saw and recognized 
the man who had follow'ed him for sev^eral hours the evening before. 
Wcdieiio was not at all surprised to find him herc^ however, though he 
refraiiied from ])ointing him out to Mademoiselle de Muire. The two 
loveu's were seeking the major in order to place themselves under his 
protcc'tiob. They knew he W'as in Monsieur de Miiire’s house. 
K'orything else was of trifling importance. They entered the house 
boldly, but had scarcely crossed the threshold than tliey paused in astonish- 
ment on ])e]'c(.*iving the group that concealed Monsieur de Muire from 
tl'cir siLdit. fbiorge Pioland, Helene Lanoiie, and the chief of the det('c- 
ti\ c service wcie all standing w’ith tlmir backs to the new-comers, but 
tlu'sc instantly recogiiiz(;d the major and his betrothed. It w%'ia too 

late, however, to boat a retreat, whoever the third individual might be, 

suniinoning u]i all their (jourage, they walked straight towuirds their 
frii'iids, and reaclied them just in time to hear the count say: “ Why does 
he not. come, tlum ? Why is ho liiding if lui has no reason to reproach 
himself ? ” 

Here T am ! ” cried Mederic, pushing a.'dde his defenders, ard throw- 
ing himself at the f(‘et of the starthal count. 

Tlie eflbct, how'cver, was weakened by the fa'.t that Marcello appeared 
Ujion the scene almost at the same moment. H<51ene and tlie major 
rec(MV(*d her with open arms, quite forgetting to ask whence she came; but 
her father, though lie had not repulsed Mcdcric, hastily sprang up with a 
frowning brow on beholding his daughter. 

“Ha,ve pity, too, on me ! ” entreated the girl. “ I love him, and you 
know that he is innocent.” 

Mod(iric had already risen, and, clinging to him, she continued in a 
beseeching voice : “If you curse us it wdll kill me.” 

The count, coiujuercd, opened his arms. 

Unite them now,” said George, taking Marcelle’s hand and placing it 
in that of Mederic. 

Pl(51(!me burst into tears, and even the chief of the secret service felt'^a 
mist gather over his eyes. The comical note was struck by Carcenac, who, 
witnessing the reconciliation from Helene's w indow in the second store/ .. 
sbont.ed wdldly : “Hurrah for Major Roland! Hurrrah for the son of 
Colonel de Mestras! ’* 
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•Hid i^iouta bruii^ulit \\\e coachinaii out (4‘ tlie stable, wiiitluM' he had 
goii ' to rest and feed his horses; and (George, thinking the scene liad lasted 
long enough, and that it was time for Monsieur de Muire to return to 
the Oaks with Ids daughter and Mademoiselle I^anouc, bade him put them 
t*o ai/ruii, at the same time promising to rejoin Ids friends at tlie villa as 
soon as tioi ( liiof of +])P detective servhs* would allow him to do so, 


XXV. 

lh"T tlie major had completed only a ))a.rt of his task. He had just saved 
an innocent man ; he now had to puid.sli a guilty one. Twenty minutes 
iftter the reconciliation that liad just nmdc (‘very one so ha])py, the (Joiint 
do Muire, his daughter, and her governess were bowling swiftly along 
toward Chatou. The niaj<‘r, the chief of the detc^ctive service, and Mial/a'ic 
remained in idose consultation in the garden. The otlicial had summoned 
])is suljordiiiates raid issued his orders. No further surveillance was to be 
exercised, so far as Monsieur dc Mestras was concerned, but the house 
was to be strictly guarded until the bodies had been removed. Two men 
M’ouldrfiiflice for that task, however, so the others were to go and notify 
tlie odicials at the police head(|uarters. The investigating magistrate^ at 
Versailles was also to bo informed, not because it would b(‘ necessary foi* 
him to investigate tlie case any furtlu‘r, but becaus<‘ it was of tlie utmost 
importance tliat h(i should be immediately a]»prised of Liu* ‘facts* that 
proved Medcric’s iniioceuce. 

“This last is a duly devolving upon me,’’ said the chief of the detective 
service; ‘‘and Monsieur de Mestras had better uci’ompany mo. When 
t’Ue magistrate hears my report ho >\ill immediately rrudi r a formal 
verdict (jf not guilty : and this action on his part will be iinal. f liavo 
taken the re>poii.-ibiiit \ of dismissing the d'*t,(‘<‘tivcs wlio v, ( i ci detailed to 
watch Monsieur de Mestra.-. 'I’liey will not trouble him iigaiii ; and, so 
lar as he is concerned, tlui case will he ended to-day.*' 

?\b'fl('rie could do no less tlian tliunk thi* kind-licarted man whodunl 
espoused Itis i-aiise, so warmly, and obey him. He announced his perfect 
w illingness to accompany the othcor, ami evi ii declared that to him the 
jt)uriiey \\ oiild seem iiolluiig niori* or It'ss than a pleasiiix* trip. What a 
dillercnee there was between ^hi.s and tlie journey he had made in the 
same company thi ce weeks before I The oflicial announced his intention 
of awaiting the arrival of the conimis.sarv of police liefore .starting for Vcm’- 
saillcs with Monsieur de !^Iestras ; but it was deeiiK'd advisable to deposit 
tiie largo .sum of money found upon < idly ini lie’s person in a place of safe.t}’.- 
It was finally decided to place it in the calunet from whicli George Roland 
had taken tlie letters, and wliif-ii M.'iurcvers had not had time to break 
open. Carcenac was to keep guard over this article of furniture for the 
])resent, and the idiicf of the .secret >cvvu'o wa.s to retain the key. These 
arrangements Iiaviiig been concluded, there was nothing further to detain 
the major, so he shook hands with Minlerie, alter making an appointment 
to m(‘et liiin at the Oak.s, and then took leave of tli<‘ oltief of the detective 
service with the wannest cxpre.ssions of gratitude. 

Mademoiselle Lanoue had no .sooner concluded tlie .story of her adven- 
tui' s than the major had re.solved to seek an interview with the man who 
bad so grossly insulted lier, demand an explanation, and then punish the 
scoundrel as he di*served ; and as he would not b<‘ able to .see Mederic 
again b^ njie C''(‘uing, (ieorge thought he eonhl not employ the »est of the 
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day to better advantage than in arranging a hostile meeting \vith l)e 
Liscoat. 13ut though one may have very serious and just grounds of 
offence against a man, one cannot improvise a duel, as it were. One 
must find one’s seconds, and explain the case to them. This necessity 
placed George Roland in a rather embarrassing position, for he would be 
obliged to bring Mademoiselle Lanoue s name in the affair, relate Inu’ 
adventures in the Rue Jouffroy, and even explain why he had a right, as 
the young lady’s intended husband, to avenge the insult offered to a girl 
who had no near relative to protect hfer. After some reflection he decided 
to apply to Monsieur de Brangiie. The marquis w-as an honourable man ; 
he knew the Viscount de Liscoat’s character, and of what he M'as 
capable, and in a recent conversation with George he had alluded to the 
viscount’s admiration for Mademoiselle de Muire’s governess, and his 
plans in regard to her. Consequently the marquis would be prepared to 
listen to the major’s revelations, and certainly could not refuse to act 
as his second, even against an old friend. Monsieur de Branguc lived 
only a short distance from Monsieur de Muirc’s town residence, and 
George Roland could hardly fail to find him at home at this early hour ; 
but, to his very great surprise, he had hardly left the house with the 
intention of going straight to the residence of the marquis tlian be was 
accosted by the widow of Maurevers. 

“You surely have not forgotten that I w’as to meet you this morning on 
the road near the Oaks,” she remarked. “ I waited for you there until I 
got tired, and then ventured to question one of the servants, who told me 
that you went back to Paris last evening, and that Mademoiselle Lanoue 
had not returned to the chritcau. I can endure this suspense no longer ; 
my children are starving, and 1 am cOmc to remind you of your promise. 
Take me to the house of my husband’s uncle, to tlie house of tlie 
Marquis de Brangue. ” 

“ So be it,” replied the uiaioj’, pronndlv. “Come with me. 1 am on 
my way there now.” 

lie felt that this unfortunate woman would serve as an excellent excuse 
for calling on the manpiis, and that it would l)e well to settle the matter 
as soon as i)ossiblc. So he hastened to^vard the Rue do Madrid, accom- 
panied by the former princess, who looked extremely shabby, though she 
had dressed herself in her best, lie did not inform lier of her hushand’s 
tragical death, knowing that she would learn the truth only Ux) S(jun 
through the papers, nor did he i\»ddress a single w^ord to her during their 
w^alk, wdiicli was not a long one, however. 

“ Here are J ulicii’s papeue,” she remarked, when they finally paused 
before the marquis’s residence. entrust them to you. Plead my 

children’s cause for me. I will await his answ'cr here in tlie street.” 

This arrangement suited the major exactly, for he did not care to 
present himself in company with such a shabbily-dressed person ; besides, 
he preferred to explain the situation to Monsieur de Braiiguo uiitrainmelled 
by the presence of witnesses. So he left the last of the Orbitellos at the 
door, and ascended alone to the second floor, where the marquis occupied 
a handsome suite of apartments. Here he handed his card to a stylish 
valet, who immediately ushered him into Monsieur de Brangue’s presence. 
The old beau, who had just finished his toilet, received the major with a’ 
courtesy in which no little astonishment was apparent. George did vet 
give him time to complete the polite phrase : “ May I ask to what I am^ 
indebted for the honour of this visit ? ” but went straight to the point. 
After briefly apologising to the marquis for the liberty ho was taking, he 
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tol^l that gentleman the whole story of Julicn do Maurcvers, the only son 
•of Miidehioiselle Iferminie de Brangue, from his marriage to his tragical 
death. With this account was necessarily mingled the eciually strange 
story of (lolyniinc, not omitting the part these two men had played in the 
jZ^ouutcfs dc ^luire’s murder. The marquis listened to this long narrative 
with all the coolness of a nohleman who feels that his own position is nmch 
too secure to be aflected by the acta of a disreputable relative. His first 
words were ; “ Pe Liscoat was right. It was for me that the bullet which 
killed Madame de Muire was intended. My charming nephew expected 
to inherit my fortune, and wiis consequently anxious to hasten my dcjiar- 
ture to another world. * He reckoned without his host, however, for my. 
will was made long ago.” 

m “ He leaves a widow and three children,” remarked (Jeorge. 

“His wife is some unscrupulous and designing woman, no doubt?” 

“On the contrary, here are papers which prove that she is really tlic 
daughter of Prince Orbitello, of Naples, and that she was legally married 
to Julien de Maurevers in that city. 8ho now entreats you to give her 
bread for your grand-nephews.” 

The marquis took the papers. 

“ Very well, sir ; 1 will think tlie matter over,*' lie said, coldly. “ You 
may, Tiowever, a.ssure tliis woman that if her children really have right 
to the name my sister bore, I shall not allow them to want.” 

“1 think 1 have only done my duty in constituting myself 
the bearer of this unfortunate woman's petition,” replied tlie major, no’ 
whit discoiiceited ; “and 1 hope, sir, that you will now allow me to 
mention the chief object of my visit. It is in relation to the Viscount de 
Li.seoat that 1 wish to speak to 

“ Ho on, sir.” 

“ You told me, the day before yestenlay, that .Monsieur de Liscoat had 
designs upon Mademoiselle dc Muire's governess. You added that he was 
not (juitc capable of forcibly abducting and when 1 told you that L 
should call him to an account if he ever attempted such a thing, you 
replied that I would be doing perfectly right, and that he needed a lesson 
badly.” 

“All this i.s perfectly true. Ihit Avhat aie }oii aiming at, if you 
please ? ” 

“ 1 came here to tell you tljat MoHsicur de Liscoat .set an infamous 
trap for Mademoiselle Lunoue, that lu. enticed her to a liou.sc where hc’ 
afterwards made her a prisoner, and fioin which she escaped only by a 
miracle.” 

“ Such conduct was dastardly on hi;-, part, and 1 shall not hesitate to 
tell him so,” 

“Will you say to him, at the same time, that Mademoiselle Lanoue 
will soon be my wife—that in iu,sultin* her he has insulted me, and that 
hc must grant me satisfaction ? ” 

“ I will, indeed.” 

“And if hc accepts my challenge, a.s i do not doubt he will, ■will you, 
sir, do me the honour to act as my second ? ” 

Monsieur de Brangue seemed greatly surprised at this request, and it 
is quite proliable that he was about to reply by a refusal, when his valet 
entered, and informed him in a low tone that the Viscount de Liscoat 
wished to see him. 

“ Ask him to wait a moment,” replied the marfjuia. 

Tlu n, as soon as the servant had retired, lie turned to the major, and 
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fiaitl : “A mere elianco haw just brought here the person you accuse of an 
act that is utterly unworthy of any honourable man. lie has been my 
friend, but he will cease to be so if it be coneliisivcly proved to me that he 
has so misconducted himself. Under the circumstances, you can scarcely 
wonder that I wish to question him myself, before taking sides against 
hiiVi. If you were present, he w^oiild probably refuse to defend liimself ; 
but I w’aut you to listen to the conversation I am about to have with him. 
Will you he kind enough to step into the smoking-room ? I wdll call you 
when 1 think the right time has come to bring you both face to face.” 

Under any other circumstances the major would have indignantly 
refused to act the part of a listener ; but in some cases the end justifies^ the 
means, so he left the room in which Monsieur de Brangue had received 
him. As soon as the hangings, which separated it from the smoking 
room, had fallen boliind his retreating forin, the marquis hastened to 
admit the Viscount de Liscoat, who entered, exclaiming ; “ Ah ! my dear 
fellow', I have a long story to tell you, and some strange new’S for you 
as well. You arc alone, I hope ? ” 

“ You can see for yourself,” replied the marquis evasively. 

“Well, I will begin by telling you my greatest piece of news. The 
wonderful Oolymiiie has disappeared. He has fled, leaving victims every- 
W’hcre. It has been x^roved beyond a doubt that this pretended descendant 
of the Jagallons w as only a common swindler. They even say that he 
obtained possession of the fortune of that old simpleton of a countess, and 
that is the reason her husband is retrenching.” 

“ I have heard all this before.” 

“Indeed, w’ho could have given you so much information ? 1 just 

heard it by the imu’cst chance from the stewai'd of the club, wlioin I met 
in the street, and wlio tojd me that the chief of police had sent for him to 
inquire if Golyminc cheated at cards. Ah, w^ell, Golymine’s end doesn't 
surprise me in tlie least. I ahvays regardecl him as a sort of sharpei . ” 

“What! you who w’ere always jn'aisiiig him? Keally, this is Joo 
much!'’ . 

“Oh, I may have been deceived in regard to him at first, but 1 have 
had my suspicions for a long time. Besides, it makes very little difl’erence 
to me whether this impostor docs go to the devil — or to X)rison — which 
amounts to the same thing. It is not about him that I want to speak to 
you.” 

“About whom, then?” 

“ About myself, my dear fellow. I am sadly in need of advice. 1 have 
just had an uni^leasaut adventure w hich seems likely to get me into trouble.” 

“What new, piece of folly have you been guilty of ? ” 

“I have spoken to you a hundred times about that beautiful girl Htdcne 
Lanoue, Marcclle de Muire’s governess. You have seen her, and know 
that she is as liandsome as a x^icturc. I have often tried in a quiet way to 
make her understand that it w’as utter folly for her to waste her time in 
teaching stupid children when she might lead a life of luxury, and queen 
it royally over the youth of Paris.” 

“ ITow did she receive these suggestions? ” 

“She pretended that slio did not understand me; but having seen xflenty 
of these make-believe innocents before,^ I decided to resort to stronger 
measures,” 

“U'hat is, to carry her ofT, I sux^posc?” 

“ I did not dare to gf) quite as far as that on ac(*ount of that old fogey 
of a Jacques, rind also on account of the family friend, Major Roland, who 
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feccnis to* bas e constitiitotl himself the giiTs champion. The other days 
while breakfasting with him at Durand’s, I happened to speak of her rather 
familiarly, and he seemed to be almost on the point of demanding satis- 
faction for my pleasantry. I did not 5are to get into any trouble with tjns 
paragon of virtue, so 1 resolved to win the young lady by gentle means if 
possible. I finally succeeded in unearthing an old school-fellow of hers — 
a certain J uliette V 6drinc, who was formerly a governess in the family of 
the Countess Borisof, but who has recently found a protector in the person 
of Prince Werki, a tall Russian you must have met at the club.’^ 

“1 know lum, but he is not in Paris now.” 

“ No, but Juliette is. She has taken up her abode in the Kiic Fortuny,- 
and I am on very good terms with her, so I implored her to assist me in 
Bofteuing the heart of the obdurate fair one, and she cheerfully consented. 
She accordingly wrote to Mademoiselle Lanouc, asking her to call and see 
her at a little house in the Kne JoiilFroy wdiich belongs to me, and the 
young lady fell into the trap/* 

TheTurther De Liscoat proceeded w ith his story the darker the face of 
the manjuis became. He could hardly restrain his indignation, but he 
wished to know all, so he said not a word. 

** And then trouble began,** continued De lAscoat, who still belicv-ed 
that he was talking to an approving audit<>r. “ 1 did my best to tame my 
(japtive. My ambassadress, Juliette, had tried to pave the way for me, 
but without success. I ))lcaded my cause in person, but was even more 
ungraciously received. I'he fair HeUene was so indignant and repulsed my 
advances wuth such disdain that I was compelled to beat a retreat.” 

“It was certainly the best thing you could do under the circumstances. ’* 
“Yes ; and I ought to have kept away from the house afterwards ; but 
1 said to mys(?lf, ‘ the night brings counsel, and to-morrow 1 shall find the 
young lady more tractable,* so I locked the filter door and put the key in 
my pocket.*’ 

“ A n j /h us viblatcd an article of the penal code.*’ 

(Toli't care anything for the penal code, luit 1 find myself in a ^x‘ry 
urpleasant predicament. On paying a visit to the house in the Rue 
flouffroy just now I found it in the possession of the police. The bird had 
made her escape during the night by the window', wdth the assistance of 
some curtains slie had knotted securely together. A couple of policemen 
w ho were passing happened to see the rope hanging from the open window, 
and sujjposing that some thief had made use of it to gain an entrance into 
the liousc, they reported the case, and a njagistrate was engaged in investi- 
gatiiTg it. I had considerable difiieulty in convincing him that nothing 
had been stolen, and I assured him that the whole affair was a perfect 
niysteiy to me. He went away at last, but I should not be surprised if he 
began another investigation, and if'he does I shall certainly find myself in 
an awkward fix. Nor is this all. Mademoiselle Lanoue must have 
returned to the villa before this, and even if she does not relate her adven- 
ture to Jac(|ues dc Muire, she will relate it to this Major Roland, wdiom I 
strongly suspect of being in love with her, and even of being a suitor for 
her hand.** 

^ That is very probable,” replied^ Alonsieur de Rranguc coldly. **But 
I can do nothing for you. What do you expect of me ? ” 

“A little advice. What do you think of the situation ? ” 

“If you really wish to know I will tell you. 1 think that a nobleman 
who coi. ducts himself as you ha^ e done deserves to be cut by all Ida 
^nruainlances.” 



198 


A BAIIAVAY TBAGEDY. 


“You arc severe, my dear fellow. You yourself, who now take such 
high moral grounds, may liave been guilty of a like misdemeanour in 
former years. ’’ 

“ Kever ! And as you have consulted me, I advise you to repair your 
wrong-doing by asking pardon of those whom you have offended. ” 

“ What 1 I think 1 could, if need be, apologise to the virtuous damsel ; 
but you certainly would not advise me to confess my fault in the presence 
of all the inmates of tlie villa with a rope around my waist and a candle in 
my hand, as in the Middle Ages.” 

“ That is not necessary, of course. But you have deeply wounded an 
honourable man who will soon become Mademoiselle Lanoue’s husband, 
and it is only right that you should express regret for having so gror^ly 
insulted his betrothed.” 

‘ ‘ How ridiculous ! He would tkkc me for a coward, or at least for a 
fool. I would rather fight.” 

“Let us fight, then,” cried George, bursting into the room. 

“ You here, sir ! ” exclaimed De Liscoat. 

“It was at my reipicst that Major Roland entered the smoking-room,” 
interposed the marquis ; “ and if you refuse to make the apology due him 
1 shall act as his second, and shall certaiidy hope that he will kid you as 
you deserve.” 

De Liscoat hesitated. He had turned as pale as death, though certainly 
not with fear, for this shameless libertine at least had the merit of being 
brave. He felt that he had been guilty of an infamous act, but his pride 
prevented him from confessing it. He finally consented to heed the voice 
of conscience, however, and said, though with a very perceptible effort : 
“ 1 admit that my conduct has been most culpable, and I deeply regret 
having offended a young lady of irreproachable character, and an honour- 
able man whom 1 highly esteem.” 

“ That will do, sir,” answered George drily. 

“ Good ! ” exclaimed Monsieur de Brangue. * * 

Lrscoat, i forgive you, for 1 ho])e this unfortunate affair %viWf&tOTU a 
pletc reformation in your case.” 

“ B,efonnation ! ” repeated l.)e Liscoat. “ I shall not be content with 
tliat ; 1 shall turn anchorite.” 

“Better late tlian never,” said the marquis gravely. Then pressing 
(Jeorge Roland’s hand, lie added: “I entreat you to present ^ny most 
sincere respects to ^ladcmoisclle Lanoiie, and to tell my old friend 
i7acc|ues de Miiirc that 1 shall call on him very soon. It will cer- 
tainly give me great pleasure tc. meet Monsieur Mederic de Mestras at 
the Oaks. ^ViU you also have the goodness to inform the widow and 
orphans you have recommended to my care that they need feel no furtlicr 
anxiety in regaul to their future. They, too, arc innocent, and I shall 
not forget them.” 


A 3 ^ear has elapsed since the murder of the (.k>iintess de IMuirc. In the 
montli of October Mai cclle was married to Mcdcric in the little church 
at Vesinet. Major Roland and ^ndree d’Argonges were united in 
marriage on the following day. Both happy couples spent the winter in 
Italy. 

Monsieur de Muire did not accompany them, but he has regained imicli 
of his former cheerfulness, for his friends have conspired to keep him in 
iarnoraij^.Q^the fact that his wife ever deceived him; and the chief 
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the df,tective service, with the assistance of the magistrates, managed to 
keep the.real history of (Tolymiiie and Maurevers a secret. 

Olie ati’air was tlio general topic of conversation for a week or ten 
days ; now it is well-nigh forgotten, W'orthy Monsieur Postcl is the 
only person who delights in entertaiiyng his friends and neighbours with 
Accounts of the tragedy of Vesinet, in wdiich lie pla3"ed the part of. a 
special providence. He often boasts of it, and is not a little proud of 
having been invited to Mademoiselle de Muire’s wedding. 

Pierre Dax served as one of the witnesses at Mederic’s marriage, and 
has since become the intimate friend of the major. 

The Marquis de Brahgue has sent the cx-Princess Orbitello and her 
children to Naples. He grants them, too, a liberal allow-ancc, and will 
n^)t forgot them in his will. 

There is justice in heaven, people say ; but sometimes tliere is justice 
on earth as well ; for Marcelle and Med(jric, Andree and George, are as 
happy as mortals can be here below. 

‘‘ The blood of oui kings crios out, and is not board,” 

says Racine in “Athalic.” The blood of Louise Plantier, Countess de 
Muire, w'as c 'i taiiily less precious than that of the kings of Judah, and 
3^ct it d'd not cry in vain for vengeance. Andree’s unworthy brother and 
liie Marquis dc Brangue’s degraded nephew both died a violent dcatii. 
In this instance, at least, God has jiunished the wicked and rewarded the 
good in this w orld, and Carcenac, wdio is very pious, like all old soldiers, 
never ceases to Mess IPs name. 


. TllK ) N1». 
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